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Chapter 1

The curtains were drawn, our bedroom dark. Outside dawn had arrived and a pink glow filled the air. Birds sang. Squirrels chittered. In here, Katie dreamed. She had one bare leg thrown atop the covers, one bare arm hugging my pillow, one bare breast smushed against a pile of sheets.

She looked breathtaking.

I lifted my phone to secretly snap a picture. I took several and then gently tugged the sheets lower, careful to avoid disturbing her, careful to beautifully display her stiff nipple. Another soft tug brought her downy labia into view. I snapped more pictures.

I decided to take a chance and gradually pull the covers away. She'd consumed enough wine last night to feel a strong buzz and I counted on that to keep her sleeping now. The room was warm and she rolled slightly to her back, bringing both breasts and more of her sweet pussy into view as well. Delicious. I exhaled. My hands trembled with excitement.

This was my fetish.

Katie sleeps naked. I take pictures without her knowledge and post them to a website where others, mostly men, ogle them and tell me how hot my wife is. I never show her face. Katie has no idea.

I know it's creepy and wrong and she'd probably get upset with me if she ever found out but, like I said, I never show her face. I keep everything anonymous. I just want everyone to see how gorgeous my wife is.

She's terribly shy. I can get her to admit she has pretty eyes, but that's it. The woman is a bombshell but she can't see it. I blame her parents, always discouraging her, always talking down to her, always telling her she's not good enough, too fat, not smart enough. She's fucking hot but hides beneath baggy clothes and a haircut that hides her face. I've tried to get her to change her wardrobe and show more skin but she thinks she grew up overweight and ugly, and is convinced she'd only humiliate herself. She shuts me down when I talk about how pretty she is.

We both work at the Hilltop correctional facility; Hilltop prison, to the layperson. She works in the warden's office and sometimes as a nurse's assistant. I work as a senior guard. We were single when we started but our paths continued to cross. I asked her out, which was a rules violation, but she said yes. We dated and sparks flew. We married after only six months because we both knew. We just did. We keep our marriage secret for safety reasons, and not just from the inmates. The prisoners have loved ones outside, waiting for them. Nobody wants their wife or husband taken hostage and used in a trade. Every employee working there takes the same precautions, male or female. We don't talk about it. Katie kept her own last name so that makes our charade even easier. Not even the warden knows.

I think this is another reason I like to share her online. We have no social life. We have no social media presence. At least this way I get to interact a little. I'm sure her parents thought they'd turn her into a fighter by knocking her around but all they did was kill her spirit. I've worked hard to bring it back.

I tugged the comforter lower. She rolled onto her back and rested her arms above her head on her pillow, lifting her tits and turning them into perfect teardrops. Holy shit, she looked amazing. Her leg fell to the side, opening a direct view to her pussy. Her bush is naturally sparse so I had a clear shot of her thin inner lips peeking through the outer labia. I risked a short video, starting at her perfect and dainty feet. I panned over her knees and thighs to linger on her velvety pussy before sliding up her tummy to finish on her succulent breasts. I zoomed, recording everything, growing more nervous by the second. I should probably talk to her about my kink but I enjoy the feeling of getting away with something. Immature, I know, but fun.

I reluctantly drew the sheet over her body. I went to the home office we share and uploaded the photos and short video clip to my website, cropping or blurring what I needed to keep her anonymous. I saved everything and then signed out.

When I sign in again later tonight, I'll have a long page of comments to enjoy. So many men want to fuck her. It boosts my ego. These guys are crazy for her. She has a natural, wholesome, farmgirl look that drives men wild.

Ha-ha! She's mine, bitches!

I was horny after posting her pictures so I returned to our bedroom and stripped. I stood over her naked body and dangled my penis over her face. What a picture that would make! I lowered my cock until the head brushed her lips. I knew the wine last night would make her wake up horny. I brushed her lips again and she partially opened her mouth. I slipped the tip in and she instinctively opened wider so I fed her the expanding head. I moved up and down, pretending to fuck her mouth. She woke enough to close her lips around me, realizing what was happening. She moaned softly.

Encouraged, I gave her another half inch or so. Her tongue found my pee-hole and teased it. Yeah, she was awake enough now. I eased a few more inches and her cheeks dented. She moaned again. I lifted her head and pulled her closer to the edge, resting my balls on her forehead. She sucked a minute then pushed me out of her mouth to tilt her head and suck my scrotum. Now it was my turn to moan. She teased my nuts a moment then went further, angling her face farther back to lick my sensitive asshole. She buried her face in my crack and licked all around. I gasped and braced myself on the headboard. After a minute, she took my dick in hand and bent me down, popping the head into her mouth again. She giggled, sucking languidly, enjoying the penis-in-her-mouth alarm clock. I crawled onto our bed and began a sixty-nine with her, teasing her soft labia and flicking her clit until she squirmed. When I heard her impending orgasm, I flexed my hips to push my cock far into her mouth, pinning her to our bed as her body seized. She grabbed my butt with both hands and climaxed hard against my writhing tongue.

I waited for her to come down and then whipped my dick around to stuff her soaked pussy. I thrust hard and fast, spurred on by her encouraging words, until I shot my load inside her.

"Dang, Travis?" she asked, once our senses cleared. "What brought that on?"

"I watched you sleep," I said, telling a half-truth. "You're so sexy, Kate. I wish you could see yourself the way I do."

She kissed me and snuggled into my arms.

"I'm glad you think so," she said. "You can wake me like that anytime you want."

We lingered in bed a while longer and then she mentioned her shift started soon. I hugged her one last time and watched her walk to the bathroom. I thanked God for giving me eyes.

After she left for work I returned to my computer. Comments were already arriving. Guys sent me pictures of their erections and told me, in great detail, what they would do to my wife if ever given a chance. Some guys sent short video clips of them masturbating. My self-esteem soared. Almost every guy had Katie on their monitor. How much cum has been launched to my girl? I felt a weird point of pride. I tried to jack off but my earlier orgasm had been too strong. I couldn't get there again. I got stiff but couldn't climb that last step. Frustrated, I hit the shower and got ready for work.


Chapter 2

I stood on the observation deck in the watchtower and scanned the yards below. I moved my binoculars in a slow circle, studying the recreation areas for each cell block, A through D. Television and movies like to portray prison life as intriguing, filled with danger every minute. It isn't. Prison life is the definition of boredom. I've even made friends with a few inmates. Everyone wants to just do their time and get the hell out. You'd be amazed how many inmates are released early for good behavior.

The tower door opened behind me. Mitch, a senior guard like me, walked in with a new recruit, the latest addition to our staff. The young man wore a guard's uniform but it was slightly too big for him. Mitch walked him up to me and made introductions.

"This is Reggie," Mitch said. "He starts today. Explain to him how things work around here. They need my help in the mess hall so I don't have time."

I looked the kid up and down. He was young, younger than any of us. He was Latino, scrawny, tall, and had an innocence about him. I doubted he'd last a year.

"Hi, Reggie," I said. "I'm Travis."

"Listen to everything Travis tells you," Mitch told him. "As far as the correctional officers go, he's got the most brains."

Mitch departed for the mess hall. Reggie and I shook hands and I asked a few background questions. The kid was green.

"All right," I explained. "Today I have watchtower duty and that's never a fun gig. From up here you're expected to watch all the yards below. A block is easy. Those guys are harmless. The inmates get more violent as you work towards D block. Those guys can be monsters. All of them respond to respect. Don't be an asshole and you should be fine."

I slipped my rifle off my shoulder and handed it to him.

"That is a Ruger Mini-Fourteen Tactical Rifle," I said. "We've got six of them in that locked cabinet. The weapon is simple, accurate, and rugged, with a breech-bolt locking system, a fixed-piston gas system, and a self-cleaning moving gas cylinder. It is a reliable weapon under harsh conditions."

His eyes lit up. He hefted the thing and sighted down the length into the A yard. I shook my head and took the weapon from him.

"Never do that," I said. "Do not aim this weapon unless you have the need to shoot. You're lucky none of those guys saw what you just did. Those are men down there. Dads and brothers and sons and husbands. Remember that. You aim a weapon at them when they don't deserve it and you've created a problem. A big one. You need them to respect you and your commands. Treat them less than human, treat them like target practice, and they'll lose all respect for you and your effectiveness as a guard at this facility is gone."

He looked properly abashed.

"This weapon has never been fired because we've never needed to use it. That means we've done our job well. Any thoughts you have about bossing these men around need to leave your head right now."

He gave me a nod.

"Hilltop prison has been here for almost a century without incident," I continued. "These inmates see us up here, watching them. They see this rifle and know we'd shoot them dead if we had to. They don't like it. They need to know we don't want to and if they behave themselves, we won't. That's the understanding. You sight on them when they've done nothing wrong and their feelings get hurt. The guards inside carry no weapons. It's only out here that they are reminded we have all the power. Don't flaunt that fact. Every guard hates watchtower duty which is why we rotate the task through all the shifts. Every man takes his turn."

"I understand."

I read his face. His eyes were sincere.

"I believe you do. Grab a pair of binoculars from the rack and join me."

I turned my attention to the yards and Reggie did the same. I saw a sliver of white moving along the wire corridor between yards and lifted my binoculars. Reggie lifted his glasses too. Katie, wearing the nurses assistant smock over her street clothes. She walked cute. I remembered her bare ass from earlier.

"Who's that?" he asked, surprised to see a woman. "She's pretty. I dig girls that wear glasses."

"She's from the Warden's office. Kathy, I think, or maybe Katie? I'm not sure. She occasionally helps out Doc in the infirmary."

I swung the binoculars to the guys in the yard and watched them drool. They catcalled and shouted various comments and Katie smiled and pretended to ignore them. That only made them try harder to get her attention. Some guy must have said the right thing because she laughed and flipped them off, which they loved.

One big black man approached the double fence and spoke to her through the wire. Katie stopped to listen. Despite the many barriers between them she kept her distance. Smart girl. I did not recognize the man. I knew a lot of the inmates but not all. There are too many. We transfer prisoners in and out all the time. It's easy to lose track.

Whoever he was, he commanded respect from the other prisoners. All the catcalling stopped. I wondered what he said to her. They talked for a few minutes. I knew Katie was nervous because she kept pushing her glasses up her nose. Soon she got moving again. The catcalling ramped up. If she was headed to the infirmary that meant we had new prisoners arriving.

"Reggie, hand me that clipboard."

He did. I checked and learned we'd have new arrivals in thirty minutes. Transfers in from two local jails. I aimed the binoculars down the winding mountain road that led to the prison and spotted the huge red bus rounding a distant curve. These will be low-level prisoners busted for drugs or petty theft. Maybe a few other nonviolent crimes. After their physical exam a team of guards will escort them to cell block A. Their street clothes will be inventoried and swapped out for the distinct prison pajamas and slippers all the inmates wear. I explained all this to Reggie.

I returned the clipboard to the hook. Katie hated assisting with the physicals. She said most of the new guys needed showers and mouthwash. I returned my attention to the yard and told Reggie to do the same.

Six uneventful hours later, guard Mike relieved us. I thanked Reggie for his attention and I headed home. Katie's shift had ended earlier so she would already be there. I hurried, remembering her bare ass from this morning.

She greeted me at the door, naked.

I didn't ask why. I stripped fast and tried to kiss her but she pushed me away, dropping to her knees to gobble my soft cock. I grabbed her head and pushed deep, tickling the back of her throat before I got hard and couldn't. She coughed but fought to pull me deeper. I fucked her mouth, growing stiffer by the second, until I had to pull out. I spun her around.

"Spread your ass," I growled.

She was panting and so was I. She gets in moods like this sometimes and I wasn't going to waste this one. She reached back for both butt cheeks and lifted, showing me her swollen pussy.

I jammed my dick in there. I wanted to ask what caused her crazy lust but worried I'd jinx myself. I'd keep my mouth closed and find out later. I grabbed her by the shoulders and fucked hard, trying to reach her womb. She rubbed her clit, eager to orgasm. What had her so hot? I grabbed a handful of swinging titty. I pinched a nipple. I smacked her bare beautiful ass.

"You love my dick, Baby?" I asked. "Were you eager for me to get home?"

"Yesssss," she whimpered.

I loved that my sexy wife had waited for me to come home and fuck her.

"You left your computer on," she gasped, approaching climax. "I saw all the pictures you posted of meeeeee!"

Her orgasm hit hard. I thrust harder and faster, racking my brain for what to say. Shit! Idiot! I'd gotten so involved in trying to cum again that I'd broken my number one rule. All I could do now was fuck her brains out and hope for the best. Her arousal was a good sign. I hammered her cunt. The longer I thought about it, the more I realized I worried for nothing. Katie had discovered my kink, my secret fetish, and it had turned her on. I grabbed her waist in both hands and pounded harder, deciding to run with it.

"Men love you," I hissed. "You don't think you're pretty but I know they all want to fuck you. They send me pictures and videos of their erections, cocks hard for you!"

"Oh!" she cried. "God!"

I'd made her cum again!

"You make dicks hard all around the world, Kate," I growled. "I'll show you. I'll let you read their comments. They crave you. They want you so bad. Ungh!"

I'd gone too far, said too much, gotten myself too excited. My orgasm seized me before I was ready. Katie didn't care. She heard me climax and whimpered, another smaller orgasm racing through her.

We both collapsed to the floor, panting. We stayed quiet a long time.

"I'm sorry, Baby," I said. "I know I shouldn't have done that."

She shook her head, waving me off.

"No, you shouldn't have. But you did. I got mad at first but then I got fascinated. Then I got turned on. Do you honestly think I'm that pretty?"

I held her hand.

"Yes, I do, and the men of the world agree with me. You'll see. I'll let you read their comments."

She hesitated.

"I'm not sure I want to see all those penises," she admitted.

"That's fair."

"Unless you'd be okay with it."

I looked at her funny.

"Why wouldn't I be?" I asked. "They're just pictures."

"Some husbands would get jealous. I'm being respectful."

"More respect than I showed you."

"Yes," she agreed. "You should have asked. I'll let you take naked pictures of me if you want. Thanks for always hiding my face but I need to ask: is that to hide my identity or because I'm not cute enough?"

My jaw dropped. She was serious.

"Holy shit, Katie. Your parents fucked you up. Everyone says you're pretty. Even the new guy today, Reggie, from half a mile away and through binoculars noticed how pretty you are."

"Really?"

"Yes! It was the first thing he said. I acted like I barely knew you."

"Read me their comments," she said, crossing the room to grab her reading glasses off the end table. "I'll listen to you while I look at the pictures."

She returned and took my hand. We moved to my office and she sat on my lap. She slipped her glasses on and I opened the website and she leaned forward, examining some dude's penis.

I began to read what he had to say about Katie. From him I moved to the next. My wife leaned close again, studying the man's cock. We repeated the pattern. Katie scrutinized each new penis like she was seeing one for the first time. I still had lingering guilt about secretly photographing her, so I did not protest. Let her spend some time looking at dicks. If it somehow turns her on, that's better for me.


Chapter 3

We went through them again just before bed, same routine as before. She was quiet when we finished. She stayed quiet all the way to bedtime when she announced she'd like to go through the pictures one last time. Some comments she asked me to repeat several times. She was either trying to see what they saw or basking in the praise. Sometimes she squirmed on my lap. We reached the last comment and she left my chair to lay on the floor. I joined her, on our backs, staring at the ceiling.

"Why can't I see it?" she asked. "Why can't I see what all those men see? I look in the mirror and see only a crooked nose that's a little too big, eyebrows a little too bushy."

"I blame your parents. They taught you to find something wrong instead of all the wonderful things right."

She contemplated that nugget.

"I'm surprised you let me look at all those dudes," she said.

I shrugged.

"Doesn't bother me," I said. "We see dicks in movies and television shows on cable. Who cares? A picture is just a picture."

She chewed inside her bottom lip.

"Did I ever tell you about my first boyfriend?" she asked.

"No."

"His name is Scott. He liked watching porn with me, only instead of watching the porn, he'd watch me watch the porn."

"Why?"

"That's what turned him on. He got hot at the idea of me viewing other dudes, more specifically, their cocks. I was wondering if you felt that way too."

"I did hope looking at other men would turn you on," I said. "I was eager to be the beneficiary of that."

She continued before I could say more.

"Things evolved with Scott. What started as his desire to see me looking at other men and their dicks grew into a desire for me to touch other men and their dicks. I was young and naïve and thought sure, why not? Dicks are neat. He came up with an idea and we tried parking the car at the rest stop on Freeway Five south, just out of town. Men would approach my window with their dicks out. I'd jerk them off and Scott would watch. He'd jerk off too, telling me how sexy I was."

She was nervous, frightened of my possible reaction to this news, but needing to get this off her chest. Now that she'd started telling the tale she couldn't stop.

"Go on," I said, softly.

"Things, um, escalated farther, as you can imagine. One night a man offered me his dick to stroke and his penis was really big. Scott groaned with extra excitement. He loved that the man was so big. He asked me if I liked that big cock and I admitted I did. Oh boy, my admission really got him going. Then out of nowhere he told me to suck it. I was shocked! The man outside the car held his breath, hoping. I squeezed his dick, staring at it, and then pulled him forward. I told myself to do it for Scott but I knew I was mostly doing it for me."

Her story had me so hot. I said nothing. I just gave her the most nonjudgmental face I could muster and nodded for her to keep going.

"I took him in my innocent mouth. Both men, my boyfriend Scott and the dude outside the car, both men moaned like they'd never been so excited. The sound got to me, Baby. You don't know what it's like to make a man moan. You all are so unexpressive. Anyway, they both moaned and I got so turned on I wanted to scream. I sucked on his big cock but did a shitty job because I had no idea what I was doing. The angle was bad with me seated like that and the head was like a plum. I was young and inexperienced and I know my teeth scraped him. He did not care. He reached inside the car to hold my head with one hand and fuck my mouth. I started playing with my pussy. Scott was so turned on he was going crazy. I couldn't believe I was doing it! I couldn't believe Scott was allowing me to do it."

Katie slipped a hand inside my boxers and curled her fingers around my erection. I felt like I'd been caught. Was I allowed to be excited by her story?

"Scott told me to fuck the man," Katie continued. "Actually, that's not true. Scott asked if I wanted to fuck the dude. I never answered him. I slipped the man out of my mouth and opened the car door. I was wearing a skirt and I yanked my panties off and turned in my seat, aiming my young pussy out the door and right at the stranger. He didn't even glance around to make sure we wouldn't get caught. That turned me on so much. He didn't care! He had to fuck me, right then, no hesitation. He cared nothing for consequences. He had to have me. I was drenched, Travis. I was soaking wet for this man I'd never seen before. It was crazy. Scott was jerking off fast, eyes wild and big."

She squeezed my dick but only absentmindedly, like she was lost in that moment all those years ago.

"I laid the back of my head on Scott's thigh and he leaned down to kiss my mouth. The stranger lifted my knees and leaned into our car, his hard cock invading our space. Baby, my heart was pounding so hard. He pushed his hips forward, seeking me, and the large knob pressed against my little pussy. He was too big so he leaned his weight and the large head popped inside all at once. I gasped so loud! I'd had sex with Scott a few times so I wasn't a virgin but Jesus Christ, this man was thick. So much bigger than my boyfriend. I wasn't a virgin but I felt like one again."

My dick pulsated against her palm. She never noticed.

"My walls stretched," she continued. "I started crying because he felt so good. It was overwhelming. Scott shifted so he could kiss me easily and wipe my tears away but also so he had a better view. I thought if that's how he felt about me getting fucked by a stranger, I'd give him a good show. I grabbed the man's shirt and pulled him over me and told him to fuck my brains out and oh, Baby, he did."

She started giggling.

"I remember Scott started spurting when he heard me say that, spurting and moaning and telling me to fuck the man well. Crazy words from the boy I loved. The man bent my legs back and pounded my little pussy. None of us were thinking straight. I tugged the stranger close, tearing his shirt, but I never kissed him. Scott was groaning from shooting so much and then this guy started grunting and groaning too and I knew he was cumming in me and I went crazy, howling like an animal. I orgasmed too. I'd never done that from a penis in me. I orgasmed and screamed all kinds of crazy things. The stranger was growling like an animal, talking dirty about filling me with sperm and how he was going to fuck me every day. We all went a little nuts. I never saw that man again."

I was cast iron in her hand.

"Why have you never told me this story?" I asked, my voice cracking.

"Because I acted so slutty," she said. "Why on Earth would I confess that to the man I married? I promised myself I'd take all those stories to the grave."

I rolled my eyes in disbelief.

"Stories?" I exclaimed. "As in there are more?"

She nodded bashfully.

"Why tell me now?" I asked. "Why sit on this for so long only to tell me now? What changed?"

She gestured towards my computer.

"I just learned you like showing me off, like Scott. I'm wondering if that's where this is headed. Do you want me to fuck other men?"

I recoiled in horror.

"No!" I barked. "Absolutely not. I like sharing you because you're so hot. I can't believe I landed such a babe. You boost my self-esteem."

She squeezed my erection in her hand.

"Then what about this?" she asked.

I opened and closed my mouth. I opened and closed my mouth again. Words wouldn't come. Her story had gotten me hard. There was no denying that, but looking at her and touching her were worlds apart. I just wanted them to look at her and tell me how lucky I was. She laughed.

"You can keep posting pictures of me, Baby," she said, not waiting for my response. "I like it. Leave my face out though. That was smart."


Chapter 4

Reggie was with me all week. Everywhere I went, he went. Usually Katie and I try to sneak a little flirting in here and there but with Reggie glued to my side, that was out. On Friday, we got in another transfer of prisoners and I saw Katie headed for the infirmary. She stopped to talk to the big black guy again before continuing. Reggie twisted his hand moving boxes so I took him to the infirmary and stumbled upon Katie assisting with the new prisoner check-ups. Another guard, Jason, waited, bored. A dozen men stood around in their underwear, apprehensive, handcuffed to each other, wrist to wrist. A long thin chain ran from ankle to ankle. The doctor went down the line, Katie following behind, clipboard in hand, taking notes and trying to avoid looking at the men. She wore her glasses and looked even cuter. She'd skipped the smock and stood in her street clothes, hefty tits stretching the fuzzy material of her sweater. Reggie openly gawked before he got himself under control. The doctor must have been dead inside because he never looked at Katie. Never. My wife pushed the glasses up her nose.

"How can we help you?" she asked, crisp and professional.

"New guy hurt his hand," I said. "I need Doc to take a look."

"I'll work you in," she answered.

Reggie and I stood off to the side waiting our turn. Reggie watched Katie closely, grinning each time her movements pulled her loose clothing against her body, outlining her form. I knew I'd get an earful once we left. My wife followed the doctor down the line of new prisoners. One by one the men began to realize she was hot. The baggy clothing, no-nonsense pulled-back hair and glasses fooled most but sooner or later every man noticed. Two men started to stiffen while looking at her, tenting their boxers.

"Don't even think about it," the doctor snarled. "I'll give you an injection that will kill your erections for a year."

Their faces fell. The other men laughed. Katie was impossible to read.

At last the doctor finished his exams and motioned for Jason to lead the men to their assigned cells. Every man took a last look at Katie before leaving. The doctor rattled off a ton of notes and Katie dutifully wrote everything down, then he waved us closer and examined Reggie's hand and wrist.

"Sprain," he told Katie. "Ice. Advil. Put this bandage on him the way I taught you. I'll be in my office."

The doctor left the room and Reggie made his move.

"You're very pretty," he told Katie.

"I'm not, but thank you anyway," she said. "You're just trying to get in my pants. Men will say anything."

"How can you say that? Do you not know? You're bullshitting me, right?"

Her neck flushed pink.

"Stop it," she said. "I'm plain and boring. Be quiet and let me work."

She took his arm and began to coil the elastic bandage around wrist and forearm. She pulled his arm closer to loop near his elbow and inadvertently pressed his knuckles against her breast. I thought the move was inadvertent, but then she left his hand where it was. He fought back a grin and decided to go for broke, grazing a thumb along the curve of her tit, firm enough to dent the swollen mound. She didn't react. I figured she hadn't felt him through her bra. I wanted to tell him to knock it off but couldn't say shit because why would I be on her side? She finished wrapping and pinned the ends.

"All done," she said, cheerfully.

He again grazed her breast with a knuckle. She smiled.

"If you want to keep that hand," she said. "Do not touch me again."

Reggie laughed.

"Girl's got fire!" he said. "All right, I apologize. Can't blame a guy for trying. You are crazy sexy, Baby. Your eyes are angelic."

"Whatever," she said. "Get out."

While he checked on the job she'd done on the bandage, she cast a glance at me. We shared a knowing moment.

"All right, Romeo," I said. "Let's move."

We left. Ten feet down the hallway he bragged about touching her tit.

"They're real," he said.

"I already believed that," I countered.

"But I've touched her. I've been here less than a week and I already touched her. I touched her breast, my friend. I'm not talking elbow or shoulder. I touched titty."

I shook my head.

"Are you twelve years old?" I asked. "Are you still in puberty?"

"Be snide. I don't care. Today I touched her breast. Tomorrow I'll fuck her pussy. You'll see."

"Tomorrow you'll be fired for sexual harassment," I said.

"You never asked her out? You never even tried? You a homo?"

I laughed at him.

"Did you read the new employee orientation packet?"

"No. Should I?"

"Yeah. Page one discusses the rules of this place. There is no room for personal relationships of any kind. Intimate relationships are not allowed. Keep your private life private."


Chapter 5

I parked behind the apartment and took the stairs. I always enter our place from the back. Katie parks in front and uses the free-standing elevator. Just another way we try to look disconnected, in case anyone is watching.

She was in the kitchen at the stove. I hugged her from behind and kissed her neck. She stayed focused on the tortilla she was flipping but offered me her neck for additional kisses.

"What did that big black guy say to you?" I asked. "I saw you from the tower."

"Black guy?"

"Yeah. You were cutting between C and D blocks, headed to the infirmary. He spoke to you through the fencing."

She pondered.

"Oh, I remember. He's not black, silly. That was Guapo. He's Mexican."

"Guapo? As in drug lord's son Guapo?"

She giggled.

"Yes," she said. "So exciting."

I gawked at her.

"He's not Mexican, Baby, he's Venezuelan, and he's not exciting. He's one of the most dangerous men in the world. Why were you talking to him?"

"He's nice. He's polite and intelligent"

"He's a vicious killer, Kate. That's why he's in D block."

She plucked her tortilla off the burner and turned in my arms. She gave me a bite.

"He's handsome," she teased.

"That's where he got the nickname."

"I mean like movie star handsome. He's really incredibly good looking."

She was taunting me but she also meant it.

"Stay away from that guy," I said. "Don't talk to him again."

"I've heard all about him, Baby. I looked him up in the prison database. I know what he's done. He says he's innocent. I looked for the killer in his eyes but saw only kindness. I bet he's not guilty of everything he's blamed for."

"Stay away from him. What did he say to you?"

"He asked if I had any sisters and I said yes, one, Tina. He asked if she was pretty like me and I said I'm not pretty, but thank you. I told him Tina is gorgeous, far prettier than me, which is true. He said that wasn't possible. He said I'm stunning."

I rolled my eyes in disbelief.

"Do you remember the new employee orientation? Remember when they warned you about giving inmates personal information? Do not share details with those men. Now he knows you have a sister and her name is Tina."

"So? His eyes were so gentle. I could tell he truly thinks I'm beautiful. He wasn't just saying it. He made me feel good. He wasn't just playing some game. He meant it."

I sighed. Jesus.

"Katlyn. Good Lord. Listen to me. You cannot afford to be this naïve. You work at a maximum-security prison. Stay away from those men. Promise me."

She offered me another bite of tortilla. I refused this time.

"Fine," she pouted, taking back her offer.

She faced the counter and wrapped her warm tortilla around a strip of cheddar cheese, her favorite snack. Tension filled the air for the rest of our night.

The next morning, she seemed fine. I apologized for sounding so bossy but she said she understood. I was only protecting her. We worked the same shift but took separate cars and separate routes to work. I drove through Starbucks for a coffee but that location was on strike so I went to Dutch Brothers. I parked far away from Kate's car. I stowed my gear in my locker and checked the boards. Another day in paradise. I read the bulletins and the day-sheet and discovered another inbound transfer in would arrive in an hour. That meant Katie in the infirmary and that meant she'd walk by the D block yard. I sighed. I hoped she'd do the right thing.

I'd read the file on Guapo. I knew how vicious the man was, the horrible things he was responsible for. He burned men alive. He peeled sheets of skin off victim's bodies and made them eat it. His signature move was cutting off his enemies' cock and balls and stuffing their mouths with it while they were alive. He's a vicious animal. Brutality is his brand. His dad runs the business end of their cocaine empire and Guapo ran enforcement. Katie thinks she understands but she doesn't. She has no idea. The man has huge outside resources. That makes him even more dangerous. The US Government keeps moving Guapo from prison to prison to hide his location. He'd already been here too long. I couldn't wait for him to transfer out. One of the reasons he was secretly moved to this prison was the remoteness of it. We sit far back in the mountains, surrounded by rugged wilderness. A single road runs in and out. We see vehicles coming for miles. There is no sneaking up on us and if prisoners somehow did escape, they'd be in the fight of their lives trying to survive on nuts and berries. Wolves would eat them. Bears would eat them. Cougars would eat them.

I checked the job assignments and met the bus. Only three today, all for A block. Two thieves and a third-strike DUI. He'd be out in six months. The judge was trying to scare him. It almost always worked. I signed off on the paperwork and checked their restraints, leading them to the examination room along with another guard.

All three were terrified of this place already. We walked slowly because the chains around their ankles forced them to shuffle. As we passed the fences the inmates laid into them, taunting, teasing, threatening. I thought DUI might start crying. We arrived and I ushered them inside, following. The doctor and Katie were already there, waiting, and Katie's face lit up when she saw DUI. She blushed and quickly stared at the ground. He stared at Kate. I checked the clipboard for the dude's name: Kevin Elgin.

Nobody spoke except the doctor. They all went through the routine: strip, cough, say ah. The doctor flashed a penlight in their eyes and read off temperatures and blood pressures. Katie wrote everything quickly but refused to look up, avoiding me and Kevin. I'd ask her about this tonight.

From the exam I led them to check-in and they removed their clothing for our standard issue prison pajamas. When Kevin removed his pants to pull on his pajama bottoms, he flopped an enormous cock in our faces. He dressed quickly. Another guard took over to lead them to their cells.

I got home after Katie. She was in the bath, candles lit, incense burning. I decided to let her enjoy her time but she called me in when she heard me turn on the television. I sat on the edge of the tub. We talked about our day.

"Who was that guy to you?" I asked, easing into my curiosity.

She played with a stack of bubbles.

"What guy?" she asked.

"Come on, Kate. You knew the guy with the third DUI. Kevin Elgin? You recognized him. I saw it on your face. Yes?"

She pursed her lips, stalling.

"Yeah," she admitted.

"How?"

She lifted a foot from the suds to turn on the hot water. Just a trickle.

"I'm embarrassed," she said.

She straightened her shoulders slightly and her breasts broke the foamy surface. Holy Christ. The water followed her curves and accentuated the round fullness of each tit, like a bustier or corset. She settled and the water closed over them again.

"Tell me," I said, running out of patience.

"You remember my ex-boyfriend? Scott?"

"Rest stop Scott? I remember."

"Well, Scott and Kevin were arch enemies since the third grade."

I saw where this was headed but remained silent.

"After the man at the rest stop fucked me, Scott wanted to take things farther. He let me go on dates with other guys while he stayed home. When nothing happened, I told him it was because I'm not attractive enough. The men don't want to make a move on me. He suggested we visit a sex club but I wasn't old enough yet. They serve alcohol. He got frustrated and I did too. He shelved the whole idea for almost a year. Then one day we were at a pool party with all our friends. Everyone was drinking and acting stupid. Some girls took off their bikini tops and then started untying the tops on girls around them. A few got angry and left. Most just laughed and walked around topless."

"Including you?"

"Yeah. I got some attention and liked it. Scott liked it too so I figured why not. Then some girls started pulling down the swimming trunks on the guys. Again, a few got angry and left but most went along. We were young and stupid."

"And drunk."

"Yes, and drunk. I was looking at Kevin when some girl yanked his shorts down. He's really big. A few girls laughed and applauded. A few guys high-fived him. That was it. we all went back to playing in the pool or sitting around talking and drinking."

"But everyone naked now?"

"Right. Scott came over to sit by me and whispered in my ear. He said Kevin was off-limits. I couldn't even look at his enemy. Scott said I was not allowed to include Kevin in the little games we'd been playing. He made me promise, so I did."

She paused to allow me to fill in the blanks for her. I didn't.

"Kevin knew I was with Scott so he started flirting with me. A lot. In front of everyone. I was too shy to tell him to fuck off. I just sat there. He danced closer, acting playful and goofy. People started encouraging him. They encouraged me too. Scott got angry but everyone told him to chill, it was all in fun. Kevin brought his penis close to my face and all I did was cringe. Samantha, a friend of mine, grabbed Kevin's dick and smacked my face with it, right in the lips. Everyone died laughing. She slapped it all around like his penis was a Nerf Billy club. Scott yelled at her but no one took him seriously. I opened my mouth to say something and Samantha whacked his dick on my tongue. I closed my lips. Instinct, I guess. A few people walked away, like we'd gone too far, but others said it looked hot. Kevin grabbed my head and shoved more dick in, acting like he was still joking around. He laughed at Scott. I felt terrible."

"Did you stop?"

She shook her head.

"No," she confessed. "There were a lot of people watching. I loved all the attention. I wanted to make them happy. I wanted them to like me. I know that sounds weird. Samantha started jerking his cock into my mouth and everyone got quiet. Some couples started making out and feeling each other up. I sucked and Sam stroked and Kevin got a little harder. Scott stormed off but soon came back. He was so mad! Some lesbian girl a grade behind me caressed my tits and people said I looked hot. I kept going. Kevin announced I was so good at sucking cock that he was getting close. I was flattered. Stupid little girl. I just kept going. I did what I always do with Scott. I felt like that's what I was supposed to do. I sucked harder and faster and Samantha jerked him, telling me to make him cum. She wanted to see Kevin cum. She said they all did. I know now I wasn't very good at giving head. They were bullshitting me. They just wanted to make me go all the way. To see if they could. Assholes. Kevin suddenly started spurting and Samantha aimed him at my face. I held my mouth open, ready to suck if she brought him back. Scott was shouting at me. Kevin's semen landed all over my face and tongue. He was salty but tasted better than Scott. That's when I learned different men have different flavors, and not all of them bad. Samantha aimed one spurt into her own mouth and then stuffed him into mine. He shot some in there and then she pulled him out and French kissed me. It was crazy. We were so drunk. Sam and I shared Kevin's sperm in our mouths, our tongues wriggling all slippery. I still can't believe we did that but alcohol makes you crazy, I guess."

"What happened to Scott?"

"He broke up with me after that."

"I bet."

"Yeah. We got back together after about a month but by then I'd had intercourse with Kevin four times. When I told Scott, I worried I'd driven him insane. He flipped. He asked for every detail but I refused. I saw what knowing did to him. Why would I tell him more? But he wore me down over the next few months until I told him everything. He asked about my orgasms, how many, how easily, how hard? He asked about Kevin's penis. He asked for details about our fucking, wanting really intimate specifics. I even told him Kevin's semen was sweet. He asked if I loved Kevin, which I didn't. Not at all. He made me paint him a picture of how we fucked and then hated hearing it. It changed him. It changed us. It changed the way we made love. We lasted a year, falling apart the whole time."

"Did you fuck Kevin again?"

Flabbergasted, she threw her hands in the air, scattering water drops and suds.

"Why do guys want those details? What the hell? Girls would never ask for the particulars about the sex. Guys are so weird."

"You did fuck him. I can tell. You fucked Kevin after you broke up with Scott. You fucked your boyfriend's bully. Tell me. Be honest. I'll be around the man for the next six months. I need to know the truth."

She chewed inside her bottom lip, the way she always does when she's stalling.

"Yes, Travis, if you must know. I fucked Kevin again."

"I knew it. I bet you didn't wait to break up with Scott. Did you fuck Kevin before you and Scott officially broke up a second time?"

Chew. Chew. Chew.

"Yes. Scott and I got back together and promised to be exclusive and I fucked Kevin just a few days later. I fucked Kevin the whole year Scott and I were trying to make it work. Kevin knew what was going on. He loved sending me home to Scott all messy."

"Did Scott ever figure out you were cheating on him?"

"No, not directly, and there were times I'd get home and Scott would initiate sex and end up eating my pussy not knowing Kevin was already in there. I felt like such an asshole but if I refused sex, Scott would have figured out something was up."

"You're a terrible person," I joked. "Are you fucking anyone behind my back?"

She laughed.

"No, Baby. You're the only man for me. Does it make you nervous knowing I cheated? Do you trust me less now?"

"No, I'm confident in us. Why? Is there someone else you want to fuck?"

"We know where to find Kevin," she teased. "Just sayin."

"Very funny. Why not just cleanly break up with Scott and be with Kevin?"

"Are you kidding? Kevin's a loser. He drinks too much. He gambles all his money away. He can't keep a job or his dick in his pants. Scott was a good catch. We just changed too much."

"Meaning sex with Kevin changed you."

"No. Well, okay, maybe a little. I thought the lovemaking with Scott was as good as it gets. If a girl wants passion, she needs someone new. But mostly I think the sex with Kevin opened my eyes to the real world. I grew up and we grew apart. Maybe it's not that sex with Kevin changed me but I changed and that made me want sex with Kevin. Who knows? Honestly, I haven't thought about it at all."

"Until you saw Kevin in the examination room. I saw you blush. You remembered everything in that moment."

She laughed.

"You caught me. I remembered the man and our times together and then I remembered what was behind those boxers. Ha ha! The dude's a donkey. Okay, I'm exaggerating. He's big but not that big. That's why you saw me blush."

I suddenly understood why she had taken a bath. I blurted my question before I could stop myself.

"Did you draw a bath to masturbate to Kevin memories?"

Her jaw fell open. Her eyes grew huge.

"Travis!"

"You hardly ever take baths," I countered. "This time you even lit candles and incense."

She was quick to turn it around on me.

"Do you ever jerk off to ex-girlfriends? Your turn to be honest."

"Not to the girl but sometimes to the situation, yeah."

"What's the difference?"

"Like remembering that time I got my dick sucked while driving but not because Stacy or Carol sucked it, specifically. You know what I mean?"

"I do. I sometimes masturbate about that man at the rest stop. I can't even see his face but I remember the excitement of the moment and the wild thing I did. That gets me."

"Exactly. So, you masturbated over Kevin."

"Yes. Not Kevin, specifically. I remembered his dick in my mouth and all those people watching me get my face painted with semen. A little humiliation can go a long way."

"I admit it's a hot scene."

"Samantha nicknamed me 'War Paint' after that. If I phoned her right now to say hi she'd still call me that."

"That's funny."

We regarded each other. This was some juicy plain speak. We were married but we were still human. The open honesty felt good and intimate. I got undressed.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"I'm going to help you finish. Sit on the ledge at the back of the tub."

She rose from the water all sudsy and sexy. She sat. I got in the tub on my belly and kissed a trail up her legs, ankle to inner thigh.

"Continue what you were doing before I interrupted," I said, ducking under to lick her puckered asshole.

She yipped. I dug the tip of my tongue in and then circled all around her sphincter. I rose to flick her labia and small inner lips.

"Touch your clit," I said. "Remember things."

She was tense, her body rigid. Her husband seemed to be encouraging her to fantasize about an ex-lover. She'd have a hard time accepting that. I needed to help her get over that. Kevin was behind bars.

"Is Kevin circumcised?" I asked.

She jumped.

"What?"

"Is Kevin cut?"

"Yes."

"Are his balls big?"

"Why are you asking me about Kevin's dick?"

"I'm trying to picture the scene," I said.

In truth, I was trying to make Katie picture the scene. I pushed my tongue into her soaked pussy, licking the smooth slick walls. She shivered with pleasure.

"Are his balls big?" I asked again.

She closed her eyes.

"Yes, they're big."

I licked up to her clitoris and back down again.

"You're not rubbing your clit," I scolded. "Are his balls bigger than mine?"

"Yes."

"How much?"

I felt her finger slide through my hair on the way to her pussy.

"I don't know," she murmured.

"Picture us," I mumbled. "Me and him, side by side. You have us in bed at the same time. We're naked. Can you see his erection standing up next to mine? Can you see the sacks hanging below? Look at mine and then look at his. He's bigger, yes?"

"Yes."

"Half again bigger? Twice as big?"

"About, yes. His sack is huge. He cums buckets. Why are you asking–"

I mouthed her labia and flicked all around. She gasped.

"What about his cock?" I mumbled. "Tell me about his cock."

I held my breath. I had her thinking. Her eyes were closed and she'd been transported back to that time. Kevin and I faced her, naked, in bed.

"His cock is bigger than yours. Yours is nice though, Honey."

"Don't worry about me," I said. "Imagine his cock. Can you see it? Remember how you sucked it. Remember the feeling in your mouth. Think about those classmates watching innocent Katie get used."

She was breathing fast and shallow. Her fingers rubbed her clit rapidly.

"Remember how he felt sliding into your pussy."

"Oh, God," she moaned. "I can't believe you are saying these things. Why are you doing this?"

I pushed a finger into my wife's pussy. She clenched her walls around me.

"It's not the man," I said. "It's the cock. Remember the thrill of cheating on Scott? Remember how naughty you felt? What a bad girl. You just fucked Kevin because of his body. You used him. You didn't even like him. You just loved being a bad girl. You just loved the bad boy wanting you. Is that right?"

"Fuck! Yes, Baby."

Her legs curled behind me, feet resting on my shoulder blades. I was eating her pussy with lust now. Her eyes were closed, her imagination soaring back in time to those days beneath Kevin and his plunging cock. I was surprisingly turned on by her being so turned on. I pushed another finger in and then remembered her description and how thick he was. I added a third finger, pumping, stretching her tunnel to take them all, licking her clit all around her rubbing fingers. She suddenly stiffened and cried out, a hard orgasm making her ass slide on the tiles. I continued my three-finger fuck until she sagged, spent. I rose and she slid into the tub under me, into the water.

"Fucking hell, Travis. You made me cum so hard. I can't believe we just did that. I can't believe you said all those things. You're crazy."

"It was fun driving you wild."

"Well feel free to do it any time. Damn. I need a nap."

I rose out of the water to stand dripping over her, my dick at half-mast.

"No," I said. "You need to get busy."

I should have stopped talking. She wasn't listening. Katie moved on my dick the moment her eyes landed on it. Her hot mouth enveloped me and now I really did stop talking.

Work at the prison tomorrow would be interesting.


Chapter 6

Guard duty is mostly sitting on your ass. A few times daily we walk the floor, look in on cells, and talk to the inmates. I traded with Jeremy to walk A block because I wanted to get another look at Kevin.

He and his cellmate were playing chess on his bed. They stopped playing as I walked by and we all engaged in idle chat about the Seahawks chances this year. I imagined him spurting semen all over Katie's face with every word out of his mouth, every laugh, every breath. I didn't hate the man. I wasn't angry or jealous. She hadn't even known me then. I'd done plenty of things with other girls before I met Kate. Mostly I was just curious. I enjoyed knowing something about the man that he did not know I knew. I listened to his voice and pictured Katie willing to cheat on her boyfriend for the chance to fuck this guy. Why? What did she like enough about him to behave like that?

I stayed fifteen minutes and I understood. The guy was charming. Yesterday he was near tears coming in the front door but he wasn't a bad guy. Immature, maybe, and not too insightful, but no villain. I fist-bumped him and his cellmate through the bars and moved along.

Eventually I returned to the control room. I took a shift watching the monitors and made some fresh coffee. I checked the assignments list to see where I worked the rest of the week and noticed Reggie had taken every watchtower shift, swapping with other guys. I assumed he was trying to score points with us. New guy wants us to like him.

I was wrong, and I would soon discover how wrong I was.

For now, the week continued as it always had: a long series of boring routines. I went about my business like everyone did, guard or inmate. Nothing remarkable happened at all.

Until Friday.

I started my shift on Friday with a walk down the wire corridor between C and D blocks, on my way to check the sundry supplies. I glanced up at the watchtower. Reggie stood guard, scanning the men of D block wandering the yard. I noticed he lifted his eyes to search the skies too, which was odd. He held the Ruger ready, an aggressive stance, instead of over his shoulder like I'd told him. I'd need to mention that again.

I heard several distant booms. I turned towards the sounds and spotted a large column of dust and smoke rising over the road leading to the prison. I gawked in stunned silence as a landslide broke loose and slid down the forested mountain, blocking the road with tons of earth and rock and fallen trees.

"What the fuck?"  

The sound of a gunshot spun me on my heels. Reggie stood with rifle raised, aiming at something in the sky. None of the men walking the D block yard were trying to escape, so who was he shooting at? Like Reggie, the men in the yard stared at something high overhead. A humming buzz drifted down to my ear. I spied a large drone hovering high over the prison, four blades spinning fast to carry a bundled payload hanging beneath. My heart froze.

The prison has a powerful high-frequency transmitter that scrambles radio waves, covering the facility in a dome of protection and making the maneuvering of drones impossible. This drone had been positioned high enough to avoid our transmitter. The controller of this drone had specific information. They knew how to avoid our shield. The machine held steady while Reggie tried to blast it out of the sky and drop it, and its payload, into the D yard below. With a sickening lurch of my stomach, I knew exactly what that payload carried.

"Reggie!" I shouted. "No! Don't!"

I was too far away for him to hear. He fired again, clipping the drone and causing it to wobble. He fired again, a kill shot, and the vehicle dropped like a dead bird, smashed on the ground, spilled the payload, pistols and assault rifles scattered in every direction like shards from a broken beer bottle. The joyful D block inmates raced to collect their new weapons.

My blood turned to ice. Dread filled my heart.

I bolted for the prison and so did the armed men. My first thoughts were of Katie and her safety. Inmates packing heat and running freely was the worst possible scenario. I ran as fast as I could but had to work my way through unmanned check-points with ID scans, timed doors, wire gates with combination pads. The weapon-carrying prisoners faced no such delays. From the yard to D block was a straight path. I called the warden's office on my cell but Katie did not answer. I tried her personal cell, something we never do at work, and she answered.

"What's happening?" she shouted. "Why can I hear screaming?"

"Hide!" I yelled. "The D block inmates have guns!"

"Oh my God!"

"Lock yourself in the panic room and wait."

Through the phone I heard a wooden door splinter. I heard men shouting. I heard Katie scream and her phone go dead. Panic seized me. I rushed ahead, throwing gates wide, abandoning all caution. I hit the main hallway and turned for the warden's office and stopped.

Sides had formed: those with guns and those without. grudges were being settled with bullets. Bodies littered the floor, both guards and inmates. Fires burned inside trash cans. Men screamed in agony. Blood sprays painted the walls and pooled here and there around the floor. I saw bloody footprints everywhere. Someone had used their weapon to overtake the main control room and open all the cells.

I suddenly realized this was no place to wear a guard's uniform. I ducked into an open cell and shed my shirts and pants. A body lay on the ground, head smashed. I peeled off his bloody pajamas and put them on. I messed my hair and smeared blood to hide my face. I joined a crowd headed for the warden's office. There were desperate fights for survival all around me. Prisoners murdered each other. Prisoners murdered guards. I shouted angrily like I was an inmate too and worked ever closer to Katie, terrified of what I would find.

Inside I discovered the warden had been stripped and was being held face down on his desk. A gang of men took turns on him, ass and mouth, some muttering about the wrongs done to them, some laughing with delight to abuse the man. I couldn't tell if the warden was dead or merely unconscious. Amidst the bedlam I spied a man calmly seated on the warden's couch, talking on the phone, speaking Spanish.

Guapo sat surrounded by his men, each heavily armed with the weapons air-dropped into the yard. Someone had opened the armory so they held prison-issue firearms too. This siege was well-planned and well-executed. There had to have been help from the inside. The way they'd torn through the building, blowing past security barriers, meant they'd known codes and combinations. They'd had access to key-cards.

I remembered Reggie in the guard tower. He hadn't tried to shoot the drone out of the sky. He'd tried to shoot the drone over yard D. He'd dropped those guns to those men specifically.

Reggie wasn't one of us. Reggie was one of them.

We were fucked. This battle was already lost.

Guapo spoke on the phone, laughing, bragging about his success. I remembered the road closed, the dynamited hillside. Would they helicopter out the drug lord's son?

The warden's office had a second, large room for visiting guests. I moved through the crowd, aware my thin disguise could fail any moment, and discovered Katie had never made it to the panic room. My wife sat tied to a chair as did an older man visiting from the State Capitol, and two prison guards I knew: Gary and Jason. Gary had a fat lip but all four looked in good condition. Frightened to death, but physically okay. They hadn't noticed me and I made sure they didn't, hanging against the wall and out of sight.

"Hey!" I heard Guapo shout from the front room. "Everybody except my men need to get out. Clear this space. We opened the front gates so you can head for the woods. The road is out so cut through the forest. Take what you can carry and go."

I understood why Guapo wanted to fill the woods with escapees. The government would soon respond to this riot. If they had fugitives to chase, resources would be spread thin. Guapo would face fewer enemies. He ordered his men to clear the room and then stand guard. He asked for Reggie to be found and brought to him. He told a man to open a path to the roof and hold it, explaining the helicopter would arrive soon. Men jumped to obey his commands. Guapo entered with two armed men. They circled the room telling others who could stay and who needed to leave. They approached me and pointed towards the door.

"Sal," the younger man said, speaking Spanish. Get out.

I would be forced to leave if I didn't reveal myself. There was nothing for me outside that door. In here I could keep an eye on Katie, help keep her safe. I moved to stand by Gary and Jason. Katie saw me and her face lit up but I scowled and shook my head. She looked at the floor.

"I'm with these guys," I said. "I'm a guard too."

Half a dozen guns lifted to point at my face. Several men circled around to grab me. An older man recognized me.

"That's Travis," he said. "He's a senior guard."

This room was furnished more like a living room than an office and Guapo dropped onto the small sofa. He studied my face.

"You could have walked out of here," he said. "Why didn't you?"

"You hold Gary and Jason. If they stay, I stay."

Guapo studied me.

"Fine," he said. "Tie him to a chair."

I was bound, ankles and wrists. Guapo came over to watch and seemed to notice Katie for the first time. He lifted her face with a knuckle under her chin.

"I remember you," he said, smiling. "Pretty eyes."

"Please let us go," she said.

Guapo shook his head.

"I need hostages," he said. "Four was good. Five is better."

We all heard the warden moan from out in the front room. The politician shuddered. Katie's eyes filled with tears.

"Don't worry, Pretty Eyes," Guapo said. "Your boss likes it."

"I don't believe you," Katie said.

"Yes, you're probably right," he said, laughing. "But the men certainly do."

His henchmen laughed with him. The door opened and Reggie stepped through, rifle slung casually over his shoulder. He went to Guapo and the two men hugged.

"Your plan worked," Guapo told him.

"Your plan," Reggie said, laughing.

"The road?" Guapo asked.

"Obliterated," Reggie grinned. "Javier and his men are pros. The police will need bulldozers. We've got two solid days for sure, maybe three."

"Perfect," Guapo said. "Who did we lose?"

"Jonesy, Eddy, Marco. The Ramirez gang moved on them like bitches. They knew we'd wipe them out so they took as many of us down with them as they could."

"Fuckers."

"Yeah," Reggie said. "But they're all dead fuckers now."

"Make sure the families of my men get their Bloodwit."

"I will."

Guapo put an arm around Reggie's shoulder.

"I guess you'd like your bonus too?" Guapo said.

Reggie turned his eyes on Katie.

"More than anything," he said.

"I hate to give her up," Guapo said. "She's lovely. I want her for myself."

Reggie stepped back, shaking his head.

"Then you take her," he said. "Give her to me when you are finished."

"Leave her alone," Jason said, trying to stand, fighting his bindings. "She's defenseless. You don't want to be that kind of man."

"You fucking traitor," Gary seethed, looking at Reggie. "We trusted you."

Reggie laughed in Gary's face.

"I'm no traitor," Reggie said. "I'm utterly loyal, but to my true employer, not some idiot I've known only a few weeks. You men were fools to trust me with everything so quickly."

I listened to them argue but my eyes were on Katie. I expected pure terror. These men were debating her grim fate right in front of her. She was a little frightened, yes, but her mind raced. She planned something.

"You're a piece of shit," Gary told Reggie.

Reggie punched Gary on the jaw as hard as he could. Gary made a weird sound and slumped in his chair.

"Idiot," Reggie chuckled.

"I've been eyeing that bitch for three years," a voice broke in.

All eyes swung to the speaker. One of Guapo's men stepped forward. I remembered him from C block, bad, but not truly evil. I think he robbed a few banks. I could not remember his name.

"You guys can't decide what to do with her so I'll decide for you," he said. "Give her to me. I know what to do with her. She's been bouncing around this prison for years, teasing all of us."

"You work for me?" Guapo asked.

"That's right," the man said. "I help your gang on this side of the border."

"So, you're not actually one of my men? You're a dog circling the table, hoping for scraps? Right?"

"This bitch is a cock-tease," the man said. "She thinks she's better than us. She thinks she's better than me."

"She is better than you," Guapo said.

"Fuck that," the man snorted. "Ain't no slit on Earth better than me. This bitch needs my dick in her."

Guapo drew his pistol and pressed the barrel to the man's crotch. A roar filled the small room. The stench of gunpowder billowed. The man screamed and clutched at his dick. Blood spurted between his fingers. The man crumpled, howling.

"What dick can you give her?" Guapo calmly asked. "What dick?"

The man wasn't listening. Blood sprayed and soaked the carpet. The man writhed in agony, sobbing, holding both hands over the gaping hole where his cock used to be. Katie was crying too. Most of the men watched passively. Guapo leaned over the man.

"What dick?" he yelled. "Answer me, you dirty piece of shit!"

One of the men moved to help the wounded man but Reggie stopped him. Guapo gave the man a hard look.

"Let him bleed out," Guapo said. "He's not one of us. There are consequences for speaking to me in that way. Let him bleed out."

We did. The dying man lifted a hand, beseeching us for help, but we all stayed where we were. Nobody said a word. His blood pumped out to soak the carpet and then his head dropped. Guapo had mastered the entire room with one bullet. He moved to stand before Katie.

"I would never allow a pig like that to touch you," he told my wife.

She rubbed the tears on her cheeks against her shoulders.

"Thank you," she said.

"If I have you untied," he said. "Will you behave?"

Katie nodded several times. A gunman drew a knife to cut her bonds.

"Leave her alone," Jason said, this time with less enthusiasm.

"No," Katie told him. "It's okay. Mister Guapo won't hurt me."

Katie looked at the villain with innocent eyes. She avoided me completely. I understood. I felt powerless amongst these armed bad men and could only imagine how powerless Katie, a lone woman, felt. Then her wrists came free and she placed a gentle hand on Guapo's arm. Their eyes met and a bolt of realization hit me. Katie intended to use the one weapon she did have. In truth, she had more power than me.

"Clear this room of inmates," Guapo told his men. "The outer room too. These D block men are animals. Make sure you give them a target for their rage. If all the guards are dead, turn them loose on those A block pussies. Jose, stay with me for now."

The men said they understood and began clearing everyone else, including the dead bodies. Soon this room held only Guapo and his man Jose, and those of us tied to chairs: the politician, Gary, Jason, myself, and Katie. Reggie left to make sure the space on the roof was clear for the helicopter to land and nothing too crazy was going on inside the prison. The lock clicked behind him and Jose moved to guard the door. Katie and Guapo returned to the sofa to sit close and talk. He inhaled her perfumed scent. I gradually turned my chair to see them better. She appeared to ask about a scar on his hand and he told her the story behind it. She moved to another scar, on his neck, her warm breath on his cheek. He told her about that scar too. Their conversation changed, intensified. Jose watched his boss closely.

Something was about to happen.

Katie slid her hand down to Guapo's lap. She tilted her face to his. They gazed at each other and I told myself she was merely playing a part, but fucking hell, this all looked so real. My mouth went dry. He kissed her. He leaned back a little and Jose chuckled. He'd seen his boss do this many times before. Katie leaned forward, they kissed again, and her hand began caressing his crotch. She squeezed what she found down there and then moaned softly. Guapo held her face in his hands, kissing her eyelids, her cheek, her nose.

Gary looked away. He shook his head, eyes unfocused. Jason stared, riveted.

"Take it out," Guapo told her. "It's all right. We have time and these men will understand. You're a passionate woman."

Katie untied his drawstrings. She slipped a hand under the elastic. They kissed again and her hand fumbled around inside his pants. She began a short rhythm.

"Take it out," he said again.

Katie pulled the elastic down with her free hand, revealing her fingers curled around his fat, soft shaft. She flopped him forward giving all of us a view of his uncircumcised slug. The foreskin covered half the head, the head as wide as the thick shaft. She slid her hand towards the base, drawing the loose skin with it and exposing the pink helmet. I clenched my jaw and breathed deep. Her hand on his cock gutted me. Her wedding ring sparkled. I understood her charade but Goddamn it, she was fondling his dick.

"Been a long time, boss," Jose chuckled.

Guapo gave his man a thumbs-up.

"A long, long time," Guapo agreed. "Too long for a man like me. I've had my eye on this little bird since the day I arrived. She's a sweet little postre. Delicious."

"Is that true?" Katie murmured. "You noticed me the day you got here?"

"Es verdad," Guapo said. "It is true."

Katie slid her hand to the head and down to the root again, then scooped to lift the man's hairy ball sack into view. He was growing fast and although it was too early to say, he looked bigger than most. Why would God give this piece-of-shit human being money, looks, brains, and a big cock? Joke's on us, I guess. Katie kissed him again and he slid an arm around her shoulders.

"Go ahead," he told her. "I see how you want to. Forget about these people. They're nothing to you anymore. You belong to me now. You want to kiss it?"

My wife nodded.

"Go ahead."

What the fuck? How far was she going to take this?

Katie lowered her head to his lap. She lifted his cock with one hand and braced herself over him with the other. She pursed her lips and gave the tip a little peck. Guapo chuckled. He leaned back on the couch and glanced around at everyone watching him. His expression was arrogant but experienced. He'd done something like this to many, many women.

Katie rested his shank on her face and ducked under to kiss his big balls. She slapped her cheeks a few times with this slab of meat. She kissed the head again then gazed at his cock from only inches away. She licked her lips. I knew what she contemplated but I couldn't believe it. She pursed her lips again as if to whistle and placed his pee hole against them. She tugged the loose skin away from her mouth and began to slide her lips over the tip, following the contours of his cock head. They expanded over the crown and settled into a ring around his shaft. She held the head in her mouth.

"It's fantastic," he informed all of us.

Katie looked up at the man and they locked eyes. I understood she was playing the only game she could with him, but the look in her eyes stung. She'd described the man as incredibly handsome and attractive so I knew she wasn't hating this.

"You are beautiful," he murmured. "Usted es impresionante. You are breathtaking."

Katie shivered at his sincere compliment. She kept her eyes glued to his face and slipped another inch into her mouth, happy to bring this man so much pleasure, thrilled to tame such a lion. She moved her mouth up and down, her tongue swirling on the inside. He groaned faintly.

She used both hands to yank his prison issued pajama bottoms down. He lifted his ass and she slid them to his ankles. She placed her palms on his inner thighs and crawled her lips down his swelling cock, never taking her eyes from his. I told myself over and over it was just an act but she had me convinced she enjoyed what she was doing. He'd forced nothing. He'd threatened no one.

He'd grown bigger and stiffer and she slowed at about halfway. She withdrew, leaving his smooth cock shiny with spit. Now the head poked out of the foreskin naturally. She wedged the tip of her tongue under the flap of loose flesh and circled the head. Guapo gasped, his hips jerked. He laughed.

"Surprise, surprise," he chuckled.

"You like that?" she asked.

"Wonderful. Do it again."

She lowered her mouth to his erection and again drew a circle around the ridge and under the foreskin. She covered her teeth by curling her lips in and bobbed on the head. He groaned softly. She lifted his scrotum in her hand and rubbed his balls while she sucked hard. He squirmed from intense pleasure. She pushed her lips far down his shaft, her wiggling tongue working his inches on the inside. She kept him in there, sucking and teasing until he'd grown fully erect and throbbing. Where did she learn these tricks? She pulled her slurping mouth off to look down at what she'd created.

"You've got me so hard, girl," he said.

She giggled, delighted with herself. I gave up trying to determine if she was acting or truly feeling these things.

"There are beds in the infirmary," she suggested.

Why did she tell him that? She had him placated. She was in no danger. Why escalate her ruse? She'd sucked him off to win his favor but that was accomplished. Why did she suggest a bed?

"I have some time," he said. "But not that much. Also, there are men out there that want me dead and I am not yet ready to go to war with them. No, we can stay here and enjoy ourselves. Take off your clothes."

They stood. Guapo began shedding his prison pajamas and, after a moment's hesitation, Katie began undressing too. Gary and Jason gawked at her body slowly revealed. I was dying inside. Katie stopped when only bra and matching panties remained and all of us stared, flabbergasted. What a gorgeous babe. They'd all suspected the body hidden under her baggy clothing. They'd all tried to guess what she looked like under there. Now here she was, revealed. Sheer lace bra with dark circles of areola and fancy lace panties with the barest downy bush. Despite our strained and dangerous position, every one of us gaped at my nearly naked wife. In the harshness of this concrete and steel place, all hard angles and sharp corners, she looked especially beautiful, softly curved and lovely.

"I knew it," Guapo said. "I knew I would find a treasure beneath. Finish. Remove the last. Show me everything."

Katie glanced at us. Except for the politician, we'd all worked with her for years. She was about to remove the last vestige of dignity and stand nude before us all. She hesitated and I assumed it was from shame and embarrassment but deciphering the look on her face told me the truth: she was savoring the moment!

She awkwardly bent her arms backward to flip the clasp. She held the bra on her tits and slowly lowered the garment down her arms. She tried to hide the fact she performed for us and him but we all saw the signs. She dropped the bra to the floor in the dead silence of our attention. Her exposed breasts wobbled slightly, nipples stiffening in the air. She hooked thumbs in panties and slid those down her legs. She bashfully clasped her hands in front of her pussy.

Guapo dropped his pants on the floor and turned, his cock an angry weapon aimed at my wife. I knew what was about to happen and dread flooded my insides. There was nothing to prevent the inevitable. Katie fixed her gaze on his pulsating erection as he held out his hands for her. She took his hands, exposing her sweet little pussy to us. Guapo eased her towards the sofa.

"Sit," he said.

My wife sat. He knelt on the floor, his cock coming level with her seated pussy. My aching heart smashed around inside my chest. Jason licked his dry lips, his expression pure torture. Gary stared at the floor, unable to watch. The rest of us watched Guapo inch closer on his knees. He rubbed the large head around her opening and Katie whimpered. She rolled her hips, trying to help, trying to capture that hard cock and fill herself. Guapo chuckled and Jose did too. Katie behaved exactly like so many women before her. Guapo held her legs behind the knees and pushed, spreading my wife wide open. He leaned in and the head mashed her labia. His ass clenched and the head flattened, straining to get inside. Katie winced. He added pressure and at last the head popped inside. Katie jumped and gasped. He pushed an inch deep and then withdrew and she whimpered. He lifted her foot to his face and kissed the arch before slipping several toes into his mouth. Katie groaned, a real sound, a meaningful sound, a heartfelt sound of desire and an absolute betrayal of our vows. Guapo pushed his strong cock deep, filling my wife's tight but soaked pussy. His gently curving cock pulled in surrounding skin. He pushed her legs back and rose to kiss her, showing all of us his cock was gliding towards balls-deep.

He began to fuck my wife in front of me.

My eyes were glued to the point where his cock vanished inside her. My mind was in shock, half disbelieving what my eyes told it, and half tumbling down a dark well of insanity. He had no idea she was my wife and I thanked God for that. What would he have done to her otherwise? For now, she was merely a lover, her husband a vague and blurry figure in the distance. If he learned she was my wife his possession of her would become infinitely worse. He'd certainly use her to degrade and humiliate me, but he might go farther. He might harm her to antagonize and control me.

I said nothing as I watched his gleaming erection sluice in and out of my aroused woman. This was better, I told myself. Let him fuck her. Let them fuck each other. Katie was right to do this. This was her way of controlling him.

He enjoyed his audience. He enjoyed displaying his power over others. He fucked Katie deep and strong. Once he drove too deep and she winced, suckling air. He stopped.

"I apologize," he told her.

She shook her head.

"Keep going," she insisted, reaching for his hips. "It's okay. That's the kind of hurt I want you to give me."

Guapo grinned. He carefully withdrew his cock until only the head remained and then leaned down to kiss my wife, allowing his cock to naturally slide deep. Katie had greased his length with her juices and his stroke was a smooth glide until he hit bottom again. She winced and then smiled.

"Yeah," she exhaled. "Like that."

He began to saw in and out, big pouch of a ball sack swinging. Katie gazed into the eyes she liked so much and murmured sweet urgings, encouraging him to fill her pussy with everything he had. He grew stronger and harder, plunging every inch and forcing sounds from her I'd never heard. Her toes curled into little fists and she growled like a bear cub, climaxing, rolling her ass to work his cock with her pussy, stirring her insides. The door opened and Reggie poked his head in. He spoke with Jose and watched Guapo fuck Katie for a minute, and then he left.

Guapo slammed her cunt to extend her long orgasm. Then he growled too and rammed his cock all the way in, holding the head pressed against her womb and ejaculating buckets of sperm. He pulled out and jerked his dick a few times, spitting jizz and showering Katie. She looked proud of herself. She avoided me and the other guards, focusing her attention on Guapo. His cock slowly wilted, drooping to point at my wife's pussy. He looked at Jose.

"Time?" he asked.

"Delayed," his henchman answered.

Katie scooted to the edge of the sofa and took his deflating penis in her mouth. She sucked hard, drawing the last precious drops of semen from his balls. He looked down at her.

"You are something special," he said.

He glanced around the room, coming back to himself and his mission.

"All right," he announced. "Change of plan. We move you all to the A block cells and wait."

The door opened and a gunman from earlier joined Jose. We were freed from the chairs but tied at the neck and wrists and ushered out of the room. I managed one backward glance which showed me Guapo taking Katie into his arms for a kiss. His dangling cock resting between her legs. Then the door closed and my wife was left alone with a dangerous man.

The warden was still draped over his desk but men no longer held him down. He looked dead. They'd used his ass and mouth, pasting the poor man with semen inside and out. They'd used dominance like a weapon.

The room was a shamble, walls covered with hastily scrawled graffiti. Several men had shit on the rug and smeared their feces on the walls. All the furniture and paintings had been destroyed, the windows smashed. I asked the politician with us his name.

"Daniel," he stammered. "Daniel Taylor."

"You picked the wrong day to visit the prison, Mister Taylor," I said.

He shook his head ruefully.

"I was here to discuss upgrades to your rehabilitation program." He glanced around to make sure no one would hear. "Now I want them all dead."

"Fair enough."

"I'll kill Guapo myself," Jason hissed. "Poor Katie."

"Yeah," I echoed. "Poor Katie."

We exited the warden's offices and Jose handed us over to Reggie. We walked the hall cautiously, expecting an attack. We passed the infirmary. Beyond that we entered the main corridor and I saw the true extent of the damage done. Fires burned here and there. Bodies littered the ground. Mattresses, scraps of paper, torn books and clothing filled the hallway. The inmates had rioted and released their anger through destruction. Many inmates had returned to their cells or followed the winding path to freedom, escaping into the woods.

We arrived at the heavy metal doors that separated the A thorough D blocks and Reggie opened them wide. We stepped into A block, discovering very little damage had been done. Reggie led us to a large holding cell and signaled an inmate in the control room. The barred door swung open and we were ushered inside. About twenty people stared back at us, all of them terrified.

We were shoved inside.

"Cause no problems," Reggie said. "Do as you're told. Behave, and you can live through this. Daddy just wants Guapo to come home. That's it."

"You're responsible for every body we passed," Jason snapped. "You, Guapo, and every member of your gang."

Reggie could not have cared less.

"Shut up, Jason," he said. "The Ramirez gang killed most of those fools."

Reggie signaled the control room and the door clanged shut. He sent his men off on various tasks and turned to Jason.

"I know you have feelings for her," he taunted. "I just want you to know that I'm going to fuck her too. We'll take her with us when we leave. You'll never see her again but I want you to know I'll be fucking her every day."

"Fuck you!" Jason shouted.

Reggie walked away, laughing.


Chapter 7

The men in the cell freed us. They were low-level crooks and one-time offenders, caught in the wrong place at the wrong time. I spotted Kevin at the back but since he was supposed to be nothing special to me, so I ignored him. A skinny man with a huge Adam's apple and big eyes approached, looking us up and down.

"Scared!" he shouted.

"No more than you, asshole," Gary grumbled.

"Ignore him," a wrinkled old man said. "That's OneWord. We call him that because that's all he ever says. Always gets it right, though."

"You're Chef," I said.

"I am."

"I remember you from intake. Your file says you are locked up for bomb-making but you never actually hurt anyone."

"That's right. But I sure scared the shit out of plenty."

"Including a federal judge, if I remember right."

"You do. I never thought I'd be happy to see the men that locked me up."

"You got yourself locked up," Jason barked.

"What's happening in here?" I asked, ignoring Jason. "Why are you all clumped together? What do they plan?"

"Guapo's guys got surprised by the Ramirez gang," Chef said. "Guapo only had a few guys locked up with him. The others help him for the money. Guapo pays blood money to families. Ramirez has a lot of gang members in here with him. He saw his chance to kill Guapo and took it."

"Why does he want Guapo dead so badly?"

Chef chuckled.

"Rumor says Guapo stole Ramirez's wife. He had her kidnapped but then stayed with him of her own free will. Guapo likes taking other men's wives and girlfriends. Ramirez had his wife killed and now guns for Guapo."

"They transfer Guapo all over the country. They move him every few months. How did he pull all this off?"

"That fucker, Reggie. He joined the prison system a while ago. Learned everything he needed to know. He's smart. Ruthless. He'll take over when Guapo's gone. He brought all the pieces together. He's Guapo's cousin. They grew up in the same small town. They were kids together."

"Reggie will pay a special price," Jason growled.

"How do we get out of here?" I asked.

"We were discussing that before you arrived," Chef said. "Guapo's men keep adding people to this holding cell. We outnumber them by a lot now. We thought we'd jump them the next time and free ourselves, but what's the point? The prison is split now: the Ramirez gang holds less than half, but it includes the front way out and the path to the roof. Guapo's men hold the rest. He has a helicopter coming but can't get to it."

"Will Guapo take Katie with him?" Jason asked.

Chef looked at him funny.

"Probably," he said. "I would, if I was younger. Every man here would."

"Conjugal!" OneWord shouted.

"Reggie bragged that Guapo was fucking Katie. That information spread fast. Ramirez will want her because Guapo had her. That poor girl."

My wife had been reduced to currency, a coin bouncing in the pocket of ruthless men.

"Let's plan our escape," I said. "We can rescue others after that."

"Liberation!" OneWord shouted.

We debated a plan. We argued for fifteen minutes, deciding nothing. Everyone believed their own ideas were best. After listening to him speak, I realized Jason was secretly in love with my wife and had been for a long time. All he cared about was finding her and making her safe. He hated that Guapo had fucked her. I hated that fact too but forced it from my mind. We had work to do. I'd deal with all those emotions later.

Before we decided on a plan, one of Guapo's men brought two more prisoners to use as hostages. The man signaled the control room and the door swung open. He lowered his gun and ordered us to step back.

"You're BamBam, right?" Chef asked the man.

The man looked pleased to be recognized.

"That's right," he sneered. "Now back the fuck up."

"Rapist!" OneWord yelled.

"Is that what you're in for?" Chef asked. "You a rapist?"

BamBam stood taller, proud.

"Yeah," he admitted.

"You're scum," Gary said. "A true piece of shit."

BamBam raised a pistol to Gary's face.

"Keep talking, Robocop. I could drop you, no questions asked."

"Guapo would get angry," I said, trying to cool things off. "He told Reggie he has plans for us. Don't piss off Guapo. You'll end up eating your own dick."

"This piece of shit lacks the guts," Gary said.

"Keep pushing," BamBam threatened.

He wanted to pull the trigger. I saw it in his eyes. Only a greater fear of Guapo held him back. He balled his fingers around the gun and stepped closer, pulling his fist back to punch Gary in the face.

That's when I attacked.

I caught his arm moving forward and pulled him into our cell. Others helped me. Kevin kicked BamBam in the head and OneWord punched the man in the face. We rained blows on this fucker until he stopped moving. Chef handed me the fallen gun.

"Let's go get Katie," Jason said.

"One thing at a time," I said. "The moment we emerge without BamBam the guy in the control room slams this door closed. Not all of us will make it out. Let's decide now who stays and who goes."

This started a whole new round of arguing. In the end only Gary, Jason, Kevin, and myself agreed to leave the cell. The other men were too old, too frightened, or too beat up to join us.

Our plan was the control room first. We'd race up the stairs and seize ownership. Only one man held it. From there we could lock cells and corridors and doors all over the prison, shaping a path of our choosing. We'd use the cameras to see the situation all around the prison. The rioters had left the gates and doors open so they could move freely. We would use that to our advantage. Without meaning to, they'd stripped away most of the control room protections.


Chapter 8

We burst from the holding cell and headed full speed up the metal stairs. The man saw us coming but panicked and a lack of knowledge kept him from hitting the right buttons and flipping the right levers to stop us. We hit the door and discovered he'd not bothered to lock it. We took the man hostage and radioed the city for help, warning them about the closed road and suggesting a helicopter or two of our own. Jason suggested gunships.

From the control room we saw things looked bad. The Ramirez gang had killed almost everyone in their half of the prison. We saw guards we'd known, men we'd spent time with, scattered on the bloody floor like trash. There were pockets of people hiding, hoping to ride out the riot. We flipped switches and shut doors and gates all over the prison. When we checked the cameras on Guapo's side we saw a more orderly pattern to the violence. The man was no dummy. He'd stationed armed men at intersections, barricaded behind piles of junk. We continued searching section by section, taking notes and drawing plans.

At last we aimed the cameras at the infirmary. The place had been ransacked for drugs. We saw movement and zoomed in and spied Katie on all fours atop one of the hospital beds. Her big firm tits swung freely as Reggie held her hips and fucked her from behind, long hair flying as Reggie fucked her from behind.

Jason lost his shit. He shouted at the monitor and promised to shoot Reggie in the face. He wanted to storm down there and get her out but Chef warned him all he'd do was die.

Reggie pulled his cock out and I couldn't help but zoom closer still. Were all the men in that family gifted? Reggie's cock looked a lot like Guapo's. Katie spun to slurp him into her mouth while he reached under to play with her tits.

"Let's go," Jason argued.

"Where?" I asked. "After Katie? Like Chef said, she's behind three rows of barriers and guns. We'd never get close. We must wait for the helicopter and take them out when they make a dash for it. They're expecting a Ramirez attack. They aren't expecting us. In fact, that gives me an idea. we should hide on the roof. Let the two gangs kill each other off inside the prison and then only deal with the few that survive. I expect Guapo to be the winner and when he and the few remaining stick their heads up on the roof, we blow them away, including the helicopter."

Jason watched Katie suck cock on the monitor.

"So we just leave her?" Jason complained. "With those bastards? Let them use her?"

I gave him a small shrug.

"She's safest with them," I said. "She seems to be doing her own fair share of using people. Look at her."

We all watched the monitor. Katie rolled onto her back and slowly spread her legs wide, offering Reggie her cunt. He crawled between them and they kissed. My wife reached down to find his hard cock and guide him in.

"She doesn't appear to need saving," Gary mentioned.

"Fuck off," Jason said. "She's playing along. She's doing what she must to keep herself safe, hoping we'll rescue her. She's counting on us."

We all watched the screen again. My wife drew her legs up to her sides and grabbed both knees. She held herself open to Reggie, ready to receive his gliding cock. Her hair hung off the bed, swaying. She closed her eyes and slowly arched her back, big tits rising as if she offered them. I knew those signs all too well. She wasn't acting. Reggie was forcing my wife to orgasm. Her mouth parted, her neck craned. If we'd had sound we'd have heard her cries of pleasure. Jason tore his eyes away but I stared and stared. Her body began to shake. Her face contorted as if in pain. She was cumming hard all over him.

"I'll kill him," Jason muttered.

"Dude," Gary said. "You know she's married, right? You'll only be rescuing her for her old man. Are you in love with the girl? Because you act like you're in love with the girl. Are you having an affair with her or something?"

Jason stepped back. Me, Gary, and Kevin looked at him.

"I do love her," Jason admitted.

"What?" Gary said. "Why? How? Dude, she doesn't even know you're alive. What do you mean you love her?"

"I love her too," Kevin said.

We spun on him, gawking.

"Inmate," Gary snapped. "I know you don't know her."

"I do. We dated when we were young. I recognized her at my physical and she recognized me too. I never stopped loving her. I could have had her as my girlfriend but I was too big a loser. Still am."

Gary and I looked at each other. He showed me his palms.

"Not me," he said. "I just want to survive and get the girl away from the bad guys. Are you in love with her?"

"No," I lied. "I'm with you. I'm here to do the right thing."

We turned our attention to the monitor. Reggie had hooked her legs with his arms and bent them far backward, opening her wide. His hips drove his cock like a piston. Katie was a ragdoll, obediently awaiting his teeming load injected. Her head bounced wildly from his thrusts. We watched in silence, each man lost in his thoughts. My heart ached to see her like this. It occurred to me Jason and Kevin's might too. Katie held nothing back. This was no act.

I carefully checked on the men with me. Gary simply watched but Jason and Kevin looked torn up. I was surprised to see both crotches bulging. I pretended to stare at the screen but noticed Kevin slowly taking a step back. He eased his hand inside his pajama bottoms and began to jerk with small quiet strokes. My wife getting fucked was too much for him.

Jason's expression was tortured. His erection strained at the front of his officer's pants. It bothered him like it bothered me but he could do nothing to stop his dick from getting hard. He wanted my wife badly and there she was, naked.

Katie may have orgasmed again. It was hard to tell. She looked like she orgasmed nonstop. Reggie shortened his strokes and buried his face in her neck. She hugged him tightly. He slowed until only the head pumped her pussy. He thrust once, all the way in, and held himself still. He pumped a few times rapidly and then held himself all the way in again.

"He's cumming in her," Kevin whispered, awestruck.

"No shit," Jason growled, a large wet spot on the front of his pants.

We all watched it happen. My stomach sank. First Guapo and now Reggie. My wife was flooded with semen. Reggie's ass clenched over and over and over. How long had he gone without? He seemed to release a river of sperm.

At last he withdrew. A wash of white fluid poured from her pussy. She dipped a finger and then laughed with delight.

I was always proud to see her effect on other men. Now, in this room with these guys lusting for her despite watching another man take her, I began to see what they saw. The situation was horrible and yet, watching Katie fuck was amazing.

"Gary," I said, eyes glued to the monitor. "Find us a path to the roof."


Chapter 9

This State gets a fair amount of snow but we get more than our share of rain. Tarring the prison roof is a constant necessity. There was only one safe area for a helicopter to land, and that was near five big drums of tar sitting and waiting for the next reroofing project.

"If we can make it to the roof," Gary said, pointing at the computer screen, "We can hide behind those. We'll have clear shots."

"Do we trust a convict with a gun?" Jason asked.

We looked at Kevin.

"You can trust me," he said. "I just want to do my time and go home."

"How do we get through the Ramirez gang?" I asked, handing Kevin a pistol.

We studied the different cameras aimed at that side of the prison. Jason drew a map on a notepad and we started filling in where the men with guns hid. We looked for blind spots. We looked for any advantage. I checked the weapons room but we'd been cleaned out. Even the teargas and flashbang grenades were gone. We had the benefit of cameras but they had the benefit of an arsenal. We combined our brains, searching for a plan.

"Do we have to go up the corridor?" Kevin asked. "Can we get there using the outside of the building?"

"Like Spiderman?" Jason asked, sarcastically.

"That's actually a great idea," Gary said. He looked at me. "Open that window and check. The building is old. Maybe there are old fire escapes we can use. Even if only the metal anchors remain, we can put those to use."

"I saw rope in the weapons room," I said.

I opened the window and scanned the outer wall. No fire escapes but there was scaffolding for hauling barrels of tar to the roof. I told the men. Gary clapped Kevin on the back.

"Genius!" he cried.

"It looks like an easy climb," I said. "We're on the second floor already. Only one floor above. We hide on the roof and wait and then pick off Guapo and his men, however many make it."

"Do we shoot the helicopter?" Kevin asked.

"Hell yes," Jason said. "That fucker is not getting away. Not after all he's done."

I glanced at the monitor. Reggie and Katie were climbing out of bed. Reggie pulled on pants. Katie pulled on a man's prison shirt. She looked cute in stripes. Her bare legs stuck out the bottom.

"Reggie's on the move," I said. "Maybe something's happening."

It was difficult to leave the monitor and the sight of Katie but there was work to do. We checked our weapons and searched the control room again, discovering another pistol. Kevin found a teargas grenade under a file cabinet. We donned our guard jackets and pried the wire mesh screen off the window.

"Guapo will wait," Jason said. "He'll want his men to clear a path through the Ramirez gang before he makes a run for it. No way he'll risk him or Katie getting shot."

"Why do you think he gives a shit about Katie?" Gary asked. "He'll probably use her as a human shield."

"No," Jason said, shaking his head. "Not Katie."

Gary rolled his eyes and looked at me and Kevin. We climbed onto the scaffolding and tugged the ropes. We rose to the roof. We maneuvered the barrels to provide us the most protection and the clearest shots. My mouth was dry and my hands trembled. What if Katie got hurt? This rescue mission grew more doubtful by the second. From up here I pointed over the treetops to how Guapo's men had collapsed the mountainside and blocked the road. I told them about Reggie dropping the weapons onto the yard. There was a breeze moving through the pine trees, stirring the needles, and the smell of a coming snow. We hunkered down and waited. We heard the first gunshots from below: Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop-pop-pop! Pop! My stomach was clenched in a knot. I hoped Jason was right and Gary was wrong. I hated that her safety depended on another man.

The door to the roof flew open. Two men, one wounded and bleeding, surged through and quickly scanned the roof. They did not see us. The lead man shouted back through the door that the roof was safe and two more men emerged, helping each other, both wounded. Guapo followed close behind, his arm slung around Katie, protecting her. The three wounded men held the door, firing down the stairwell. The man who wasn't wounded sheltered Guapo as they searched the skies.

I heard the whoop whoop whoop of an approaching helicopter. One of the wounded men took a bullet through the eye and dropped like a stone. A helicopter cleared the trees, coming in low and fast. Guapo raised a hand and signaled. The helicopter dropped to a few feet above the roof, blowing old pine needles and dust everywhere. Guapo ran for it, carrying Katie along. His men at the door kept firing down the stairs, backing away slowly. At last they turned to run for the copter, afraid of being left behind. The Ramirez men charged and emerged onto the roof, guns blazing. Guapo's men returned fire as screams erupted and bullets tore flesh. The noise was deafening. Bullets flew everywhere. Some banged the drums which shielded us. Katie froze as her terror peaked. She screamed and cowered as bullets whizzed all around her. The downdraft from the helicopter blew her prison shirt up, exposing her body to us all, but nobody cared right then. Bodies dropped all around her.

"Don't hit Katie!" Jason shouted at everyone. "Watch out for Katie!"

Jason and Kevin jumped to their feet and opened fire. Guapo yelled in agony as bullets tore into him. His men realized the new source of danger and returned fire. Jason got hit but remained on his feet. Kevin ducked behind a barrel but continued to fire. Gary and I picked off Guapo's men and then took aim at the Ramirez gang.

Guapo dragged himself behind the body of a fallen inmate. I wheeled my gun around and lit up the helicopter, shattering glass and puncturing the motor and fuel tanks. The helicopter pulled away, banking hard, fleeing the gunfire and abandoning Guapo. He shouted for them to return but they did not. He cursed them in Spanish. I reloaded. Gary and I ran to the dead and dying inmates and collected their weapons, expecting more men to come up that stairwell, but none did. We risked a look down the steps and saw bodies strewn.

I shut the door to the roof. I blocked it with a large rock used to hold it open while Gary headed back to Kevin and Jason. My wife remained paralyzed, trembling, eyes squeezed shut, her prison shirt sprayed with blood from several directions. She opened her eyes slowly and saw me and jumped into my arms. Gary made a funny face from across the roof. Katie and I hugged fiercely.

"I was so scared," she whimpered. "I was so worried you got hurt."

"Me too," I admitted. "I'm so happy you're safe. I would have died if you'd been hurt. I would never have forgiven myself."

"Travis!" Gary shouted. "Jason got hit."

I brought Katie to Kevin and went to Gary. Jason was on the ground, pale, blood oozing from multiple wounds. Gary tried to staunch the flow and I did too. Jason coughed.

"We got the fucker," he mumbled, jerking his chin at Guapo.

I looked where he indicated and saw Guapo's frozen face, eyes and mouth open, all light gone. He lay in a pool of his own blood, dead.

"You got the fucker," I said. "You Jason. We survived because of you."

He managed a weak smile and turned his eyes on Katie before closing them forever. Kevin started crying. Gary put an arm around his shoulders, wiping his own tears away. I fought back sobs. Katie approached slowly, bare feet on tarred gravel. Her eyes were huge looking down on Jason.

"Is he okay?" she asked, voice cracking.

I shook my head.

"Is he dead?" she asked.

"Yes," I croaked.

"Did he die trying to save me?" she said, her voice rising. "Did he? Don't tell me that. Did he? Oh, God, no. No. No!"

Her arms fell limp and her head tilted back. Huge wracking sobs shook her. She stared at the cloudy sky and the dam burst and she wailed. Grief flooded her. She sobbed and sobbed, overcome. Gary and I fought back tears. We'd known Jason a long time. I felt terrible. He'd held years of affection for Katie and I'd never known it. How can you work with someone so long and not know them at all? Gary began to quietly sob but I held my years at bay. There was still plenty of work to do.


Chapter 10

Gary shoved Katie into Kevin's arms and told him to lead her away. We covered Jason's face with his jacket. We picked the bodies clean and now had all the guns and ammunition we'd ever need.

"We must go back down," Gary said. "Ramirez still controls the prison. Nobody knows Guapo's dead so everyone will continue to fight." He looked me in the eye. "We gotta take out Ramirez."

Katie overheard and wanted to protest, to keep me safe, but her composure had returned and we still needed to keep our marriage secret.

"Kevin and Katie should stay on the roof," I said. "He can protect her. It would be stupid to risk her after just winning her back. Gary and I go in."

"No way," Kevin protested. "I'm with you guys."

"I'm not hiding up here all alone," Katie said.

"We can't stay here," Gary said. "I'm sure both sides are regrouping. Word will spread. People saw Guapo head for the roof. Ramirez will send all his men up here soon, it's just a matter of time."

"We're fucked if we stay and we're fucked if we go," Kevin said. "Why has my life been so shitty?"

"Because you refuse to grow up," Katie said.

"Not the right time, girl," Gary said.

"No, she's right," Kevin admitted. He faced her. "Katie, I'm so, so sorry for the way I treated you before. I was an asshole. You tried hard to make me a man but I wouldn't listen. I'm sorry."

"Thank you," she said, earnestly, studying his face.

"Seriously guys?" Gary said. "Not now."

"We need to learn what happened to Reggie," I said. "Guapo may be dead but no one knows that. Reggie will take his place. He'll reorganize all the men he can bribe and wipe out everyone else."

"We stick together," Katie said. "Do not leave me alone."

"All right," Gary agreed, glad to have this conversation behind him.

He pulled a revolver from his jacket pocket and thrust it at Katie.

"Even if you can't bring yourself to shoot anybody," he said. "Maybe you can use it to scare them off."

"I can shoot someone," she reassured him.

We headed to the scaffolding and back to the control room. I went over the side first and helped the others down. When it was Katie's turn, she threw a leg over the edge and briefly exposed her used pussy to all of us. I gasped. She was pink and swollen. It hit me that she carried Reggie and Guapo inside her and I felt breathless.

Back in the control room we took another survey. The prison was quiet. Every side had retreated to regroup. They'd managed to smash or cover some cameras so our view was less than the first time.

"I think Ramirez holds the laundry and kitchen," Gary said. "So that's where we go."

We took notes. We drew maps. We made plans. We left the control room to go hunting, to try and end this thing. We passed a dead body, a smaller man, and Katie removed his blood-stained prison slippers to cover her feet. I admired her resolve. We'd all need therapy once this was over. We followed the metal stairs to the ground floor and hugged the wall. We passed an empty cell, only it wasn't empty. BamBam stepped from the shadows with a shotgun aimed at the back of my head. Half a dozen men joined him, stepping from other cells. They had weapons aimed before we could move.

"I knew you do-good pricks would come back," he laughed. "You thought those pussies in the holding cell could keep me? You're a Goddamn idiot. I took over minutes after you left."

"Is Chef okay?" I asked.

"Fucking shut up," BamBam said. "He's fine. OneWord too."

BamBam's men snatched our weapons, shoving us to our knees.

"Fast Billy," BamBam said. "Take this bitch to Ramirez. He's got a bounty on her. Tell him she's a gift from me."

"All right will do," Fast Billy said, speaking rapidly.

Fast Billy led Katie away. BamBam watched her go.

"I hate giving that one away," he chuckled. "But I'll have her once he dumps her. Ramirez only wants her because she was Guapo's."

He walked a circle around us. He stopped in front of Gary. He drew a hand back and punched Gary hard on the jaw, knocking him down. He shook his hand, cursing.

"Goddamn it!" he shouted. "I always forget how much that hurts!"

Two steps brought him before me. I never saw his hand move. Just a flash of bright light and pain and the ground tilting sideways before I landed on it.

"Goddamn it!" he yelled.

I blacked out. My last sight was Gary's serene, unconscious face, eyes closed.


Chapter 11

I awoke in the laundry room, hands tied behind me to a massive clothes dryer. Gary and Kevin were also tied but still unconscious. Ramirez sat on a pile of large laundry bags stuffed with dirty prison pajamas, a throne of musty uniforms. He was shirtless, his torso covered with tattoos and scars. He kept his head shaved. Katie stood before him, head down.

"Take it off," he told her.

She hesitated, but quickly did the math. She slid her guard's jacket to the ground. She began to unbutton her prison shirt. There were maybe twenty guys watching, most armed, none of them BamBam. I had a special treat in mind for that fucker, first chance I got, if I ever got the chance. Katie shrugged her shirt off. She tried to act bold and contemptuous but I saw the small signs of fear. Guapo had a charm about him. Ramirez radiated evil. He ran his eyes over every lovely inch of her. The crowd murmured. They'd seen this sweet girl many times over the years, starting with their physical on their first day. Now here she was, nude, displayed for their viewing pleasure.

"You were Guapo's girl?" Ramirez said.

"Yes," my wife stated, standing tall.

The men gawked.

"Now you are mine," Ramirez said.

"If you say so. I won't argue."

"Come here," he said, waving her forward.

She moved closer.

"Take it out," he ordered. "Put it in your mouth."

She knew what he meant. For these men it was the initial act of submission. Guapo had requested the same. She moved close and pulled down the front of his prison pajamas. His soft cock lay curled inside, an ugly uncut slug, dark and coiled. He was big like Guapo and Reggie and I wondered if possessing a large penis helped to make a man reckless. Did excess testosterone indirectly drive these men to criminal lives? Did possessing a large cock give you a sense of invulnerability? Did you feel blessed? Special? Like the rules don't apply to you? There's a reason we call such behavior cocky.

Katie needed no further encouragement. She knelt on a pile of laundry and reached inside, lifting him out. Tension filled the air. My heart began a slow collapse. I knew what was coming and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

Her fingers did not meet around the shaft. His face was a frozen sneer. His dick was bulky, wide at the base and tapering to a smaller head. Squiggly dark blue veins ran up the shaft. I say his cock was ugly and it was, but Katie looked dazzled by it. She kissed the tip before slipping him into her hot, wet mouth.

Every man there felt her lips on him. Ramirez looked around at us, smiling, cocky, arrogant, cementing his position as boss. Katie shivered. We all saw her do it but only I knew what that shiver meant. Despite her fear and worry, my wife was aroused. She once again found herself a dangerous man's plaything, used and humiliated before a crowd, and liked it. No, she loved it.

Ramirez grew hard fast. Katie worked him head to balls, moaning with lust, eyes darting often at her audience. We all watched with envy. She teased Ramirez with lips and tongue and fingers, whimpering softly and affecting every man watching. She wasn't just giving him head, she was sucking all of us, including me. I felt her mouth on me. We all did.

Katie began to bob and I knew that meant she was ready to swallow his load. She stroked his veiny shaft with both hands wrapped tight. She sucked hard, hard enough to slurp and popped when her mouth came off him. Some of the men looked mesmerized. Everyone wished they were Ramirez.

"Am I bigger?" Ramirez asked. "Me or Guapo? Who's bigger?"

He was so confident he would win. I prayed Katie answered correctly.

"Guapo was longer than you," she said.

Panic began to churn my guts.

"But you are thicker, much thicker, and any woman will tell you thicker is better. You have a man's cock."

Ramirez looked pleased. Katie began bobbing on him again and I thought she intended to drink his load, but something soon changed. Her pumping head slowed. She stopped sucking and leaned back, staring at his shiny and throbbing erection, wrestling with a decision.

"I want you in me," she said.

She stood and put her back to him, like a stripper starting a lap dance, and reached between her legs to find his cock and guide him in. Ramirez smiled like a world conqueror.

"You see?" he called out to everyone. "Did I tell her to do this? No. She knows what she wants."

My eyes were glued to his erection. He was dangerously close to penetration. The tip of his dick kept brushing her downy labia. Katie looked around at the assembled faces, moving from one man to the next, savoring all eyes on her, savoring her humiliation, savoring the danger she faced.

As her eyes met mine she paused and lowered her hips, skewering her cunt on his hard meat. For the flicker of an instant, her eyes asked forgiveness. Then she gasped loudly as his considerable girth forced her pussy lips wide.

She worked her soaked cunt down his rigid length, milking his cock. He did nothing. She gasped and moaned and pinched her nipples, growing more aroused by the second, sending her gaze around at all the men watching. Over and over she scanned the crowd, including me. She soared high on waves of raw lust, thrilled to be so used and displayed.

Her head snapped back as she orgasmed before this audience. If this prison ever went back to normal, she knew every man here will have seen her like this. The thought had her gushing. Her whimpers of pleasure silenced us all. We marveled as the powerful climax shook her.

"Beautiful," Ramirez muttered, watching my wife dance on the end of his cock. "Truly. Beautiful."

As she maintained her balance, her foot nudged the guard's jacket she'd shed. From my angle on the floor I saw light glint off something metal in her pocket.

Katie's coat still held her pistol.

They'd disarmed the men but in their backward thinking they'd never searched the woman for a weapon. She was simply the secretary from the warden's office.

"Who knew you were this radiant creature?" Ramirez told her, drawing my attention again. "You hide. You hide behind your baggy clothing and your hair cut to hide your face and your stooped shoulders and your downtrodden demeanor. Who knew you were this she-panther."

Katie slammed her cunt down his cock. His words of praise worked magic on her. He talked about how pretty she was and Katie gasped and moaned, driving herself towards another climax. Ramirez gave himself credit for everything. Katie's desire to fuck him was a directly reflection of how awesome he was. I wanted to shoot him in the face but all I could do was watch my wife orgasm around his thick pole again. She fell forward but Ramirez caught her, grabbing her hips and pulling her all the way down his cock. Katie groaned loudly. He left her there a moment and then shoved her ass, pushing her off his dick. He told his lieutenant, a hard-looking man with face tattoos, to make sure he was not disturbed.

Ramirez took Katie by the hand and led her away.

Every head turned to watch them go. My heart sank. He was taking my wife somewhere to fuck her and I had no idea when I would see her again. The crowd broke apart, Gary, Kevin, and me, tied and forgotten. The lieutenant barked some orders about securing their stronghold against Guapo and men marched to assume positions. Word had not reached them yet of Guapo's dash to the roof and subsequent death, but it would.

Kevin came around first. Gary had taken a lot of blows to the head today and woke slowly. I brought them up to date on our predicament.

"What now?" Kevin asked.

I glanced around to make sure we were alone, and then I nodded towards Katie's jacket.

"They missed Katie's pistol," I said. "One revolver is not much, but it is something. We can use it to acquire more weapons."

"Can you reach it?" Gary asked.

"If I stretch, maybe. You guys keep watch. Tell me if someone comes."

With my hands tied behind me I had to extend my legs and strain my arms. I reached with my toe so hard I thought I would dislocate my shoulder. I expected the joint to pop out any second. My boot hooked the collar and I gently pulled. I slipped out of the shiny fabric a few times but eventually brought the jacket close enough I could pull it in. I swung it over to Gary.

Kevin lifted his hands, freed, a frayed end of rope in each hand.

"How?" I asked.

"My machine had a rough edge. I've been running the rope up and down since I woke. Not bad, huh?"

"Well done," Gary said. "Now free us."


Chapter 12

I pulled us deeper into the shadows, farther behind the big laundry machines.

"We can find a way out through the loading docks," Gary said. "Ramirez put all his men to defend an assault through the prison, from Guapo's men. The produce guy always used dock three so we never locked it. No need. We used the internal gates instead. I bet Ramirez has one, maybe two guys back there. We sneak out and come back with help."

"No," Kevin insisted. "We go get Katie away from Ramirez. I didn't free you guys so we can all run away."

"We'd never make it to her," Gary said. "If we did, we'd sure as fuck never make it out with her. She's safe. Based on the description Travis gave, Ramirez has a thing for her. He'll fuck her brains out like a man that's been in prison for years, but he won't hurt her. We can get help and come back for her."

"Which means they'll use her as a hostage," Kevin countered. "We must rescue her now."

I listened to them argue, wondering which was the wisest path. My heart pulled me towards Katie's immediate rescue but Gary was right: doubtful we'd survive that effort. Could I just sneak away and leave Katie with Ramirez? That thought made my skin crawl.

We never reached a decision. The choice was made for us. A man from the Ramirez gang heard us talking and came to investigate. We pressed ourselves against the grimy wall.

I saw the hand holding the gun before I saw the man. I waited until he was about to turn the corner and find us and then I grabbed the gun with both hands, squeezing his fingers against the hard steel. Gary and Kevin swarmed him, punching him hard in the face. He crumpled.

"Now we have two guns," Gary said.

"Yes," I whispered. "But we made noise. I hear other men talking about the sounds they heard. We've got to move and the loading docks are our only way out."

Kevin made a frustrated noise but relented. We backed away. We stuck to the walls, using the huge machinery and racks of supplies as cover. Laundry duty was a coveted position, awarded to the best, most trusted inmates. The work was hard but the job afforded many freedoms and benefits. No one from the Ramirez gang had ever worked this department and it showed. Ramirez had placed no guards back here. Our path out was winding, with lots of barred doors and mesh gates, but the riot had opened everything. We soon found ourselves outside under a night sky.

"Let's head for the road," I said. "There's a man that lives alone in the woods but he has a phone. I met him once. We'll call for help, get reinforcements, and lead them into the prison using the way we just left. Sound good?"

"Sounds great," Gary said. "Let's bring these fuckers to justice."

Guapo had opened the outer fences and told everyone to flee to the woods, so leaving the prison grounds was easy. We hiked fast and determined. The old man in the cabin, Jerome, had already encountered a few escapees so he was ready with his shotgun. We convinced him we were guards that had escaped and he let us use the phone. Then Jerome made a call to a man named Roger. Roger owned three-hundred acres and a small bulldozer and said he'd get started clearing the blocked road.

After we alerted them to the situation, the sheriff's station made some calls too. In less than six hours the space around that prison was a beehive of activity. The response time impressed me. two Police helicopters got involved.

Guapo's grand plan was beginning to unravel.

We led a strike team in to reclaim the prison. There was a brief gun battle with Ramirez and his men in which several inmates died, including his lieutenant, but Ramirez was taken alive.

Reggie vanished. Witnesses placed him at the main gate headed into the forest. A team with bloodhounds was sent after him.

Katie, the warden, Daniel the politician, and many others were taken to a local hospital. The warden would not be returning. I shared with my superiors how Chef and a few other inmates had helped us get free and a judge said their cases would be reviewed for a reduction to their sentences. Kevin, too.

Prison routines were quickly reestablished. Inmates handled the bulk of the cleanup. They scrubbed and cleared away every sign of the riot. Everyone was eager to return to the usual way of doing things, especially the inmates. The nightmare of the prison break faded quickly.

I waited for Katie to tell me about the long time she spent with Ramirez out of my sight but she said little, hinting that it had been much like the time she endured with Reggie and Guapo. I wanted details but something in her manner made me hold back. The experience had shaken her deeply, changed her. Only time would fully reveal how.


Chapter 13

I sat on the corner of our bed and watched Katie hang her robe on the hook, preparing to step into the shower. From behind and under her outstretched arm, her full breast moved in a tantalizing wobble. My eyes traveled the sensuous line of her neck, down between her shoulder blades to the curve of her lower back. Twin dimples just above her ass completed my journey.

My dick began to rise.

Lately, my dick gets hard for her all the time. I don't fully understand why. She went through an ordeal inside that prison. Perhaps I should be more understanding and back way off. We'd discussed her actions and the need to manipulate Reggie and Guapo and Ramirez. I reassured her. I told her I understood. I swore I did not blame her or hold what she'd done against her.

But I could not explain my constant erections around her. She noticed right away but seemed to welcome them, like she understood something about me that I did not understand about myself.

I opened my robe and took my cock in hand. I squeezed. Not only was I sprouting frequent erections, but they were harder than before. They felt good. Something was going on deep in my brain but I had no idea what.

I hung my robe next to hers. I slid the shower door open and joined her under the warm water. She turned and smiled at my twinkling eyes, then sensed something more sinister and looked down. Her smile faded.

She dropped into a squat, eagerly and obediently inhaling my cock. Her blowjobs were different now. More enthusiastic. Desperate, almost. She sucked and bobbed and whined, whimpering with need. She rubbed her finger on the bar of soap to make it slippery and then pushed it up my ass, teasing my prostate and rushing my orgasm, forcing my ejaculation. Her tongue scoured the head of my dick. I was ready to spurt in less than a minute. She was so eager to please.

I stood her up and turned her away, lifting my cock to take her from behind. The warm water sprayed us and she grunted as I penetrated. Her pussy was wet and smoldering and I began to pump hard. She welcomed my passion but I did not feel the same level of arousal from her. I thrust harder and faster but that brought no greater response. She was there for me. Only for me. I could do nothing for her. Regardless, her pussy felt fantastic. I could hold back my orgasm no longer. I groaned with release and sprayed wildly inside her while she urged me to give her everything.

Later, both in bed and sleepy, she cuddled me, holding me close and murmuring how much she loved me, how wonderful I was for being so understanding, how brave I was to fight for her the way I did, coming back again and again. She said she felt loved, cherished, valued, and seen. She fell asleep with her head on my chest. I was happy to hear all those things. What man wouldn't be? But I couldn't make her orgasm any more, and that hurt.

I started using my tongue more and that helped. I spent hours down on her. I bought new toys and tried new techniques. She'd take a long time but would eventually get there.

One night I was giving her head, listening to her sexy moans and groans, when I heard her mutter something. I listened closely and she said it again: "Ram me."

This was good news. I pulled my mouth away from her dripping cunt and positioned my cock at her opening. I slammed it home. She grunted, taking it and wrapping arms and legs around me. I admit I was expecting more. I fucked her hard, believing that's what she wanted. I was still thrusting away when I was jolted into understanding. A mental bolt of lightning struck me.

She hadn't said Ram me. She'd said, Rami, as in Ramirez.

My wife was fantasizing about another man. My wife longed for more of the dangerous prison sex she'd endured. She wished Ramirez was in my place, between her legs, fucking her right now. My blood turned to ice and then boiled into steam.

Now I truly hammered her pussy. That knowledge made me lose control. I quickly began spurting like mad in an uncontrollable climax. I groaned and grunted and shot every drop I had, my body electrified by my new understanding. I fell onto the bed and she spooned me, content. She drifted into sleep but my mind raced.

The night of the riot had changed her.

I wrestled with this new insight for days. Our sex continued to be off. How could it not be? Finally, I knew what I must do. I worked out the details in my head and then tried to find flaws with it. When I did, I fixed them.

In the end, I knew I was ready. The question became do I tell Katie or not?

I decided the answer to that question was no.


Chapter 14

"Alone?" Ramirez said, voice filled with disbelief. "The big interview room? Just her and me?"

"Ideally, yes."

"Why would she do this?"

"She wants you."

"She told you that?"

"No, not directly. But I know it's true. I know her."

He regarded me with suspicion.

"You're trying to add a charge of rape," he said.

I rolled my eyes.

"You were sentenced to death, Ramirez. The riot, coupled with the murders you committed, of inmates and prison guards, means you're only getting out of this place in a casket. What good does a charge of rape do?"

He sized me up, searched for an angle. He found none.

"Trust me, Ramirez, she just longs to fuck you. Whatever you did to her that night changed her. We've– talked. She says and does things now she never did. You did something to her and she can't go back to how she was."

He seemed to reach a conclusion. He smiled.

"Bring it on, then," he said. "The attorney interview room is a good choice. It's private, soundproof, no cameras, and there's a large table. I'll fuck her on that. I thought maybe you were giving her to me because you hate her, but I can see that ain't it. She means something to you. Her happiness matters to you."

I almost told him she is my wife. Almost. I stood, ready to leave. I considered shaking his hand to seal the deal but fuck this lunatic piece of trash. I was using him to make her happy. I cared nothing about him or his opinion. I believed Ramirez could be counted on to behave selfishly. If he played along, he'd get to fuck Katie until he was put to death. That would be years from now, maybe decades. He'd do his part because he wanted to fuck her.

I couldn't bring Ramirez to Katie, but I could bring Katie to Ramirez.

I moved towards the door. He grinned at me, snide and arrogant. I met his eyes and saw the killer living in his skull. A chill ran through me. This idea was not without some danger.

"On second thought," I said. "I will be in there with you. For her sake."

"Suit yourself," he sneered, grabbing his crotch. "You know I like an audience when I whip this bad boy out."

I rapped on the metal door. The guard arrived and I departed. I was trembling. Was I insane? I wondered if the man might try to take Katie hostage but concluded he would not. To judge by the light in his eyes when I shared my plan, he would do nothing to mess up his chance to fuck her again.

I'd asked him what happened when he took her away and he went on and on about the sex. They'd fucked for hours. He said she started slow and shy but all that vanished. Soon she was wild, insatiable, ravenous for him and his thick cock. Listening to the specifics made me want to strangle the man. He saw on my face how his words lanced right through me but that only encouraged him. He shared every detail. He told me everything Katie had done to him and for him. No wonder she was tight-lipped with me about that experience. First Guapo, then Reggie, then Ramirez. That riot altered Katie forever.

What put the icing on this acid cake was I believed everything he said. His story, where it overlapped with the few things Katie had shared, were spot-on each time. He spoke the truth.

Today Katie and I worked different shifts so she would be home well before me. I headed to the refurbished control room and entered Ramirez in the schedule for the interview room, blocking out two hours tomorrow.

I debated telling Katie. I drove home wondering about my plan.

I walked in and grabbed a beer and joined Katie on the couch. We watched Avatar, had a snack, brushed our teeth, and went to bed.

I awoke filled with doubt. I watched her shower and the doubts fled. She invited me to join her and I knew she was suggesting a quickie, but, bizarrely, I wanted her fresh and untouched for her rendezvous. She was working hard at getting her head back into our marriage and I was grateful for her concern, but if my plan worked, she wouldn't need to.

I'd scheduled her to help me with some spreadsheets so at the appointed time, she headed for the guard's staff room. She never made it. I met her in a blind hallway and redirected, steering her to a blank metal door. She'd never been to this part of the prison and was a little confused. I opened my mouth to speak several times but remained silent. Instead, I opened the door and waved her through, following close behind. I shut the door and locked it. I turned.

Katie and Ramirez had already locked eyes. He stood shackled: chained ankle to ankle and wrist to wrist. The man had been waiting a few minutes and the anticipation had gotten to him. His prison pajama bottoms sported a large tent in front. Her gaze dropped to it. He chuckled. She turned to look at me, bewildered.

"Katie owns a website," I said, loud enough for him to hear. "I help her run it, along with her husband. We post pictures of her naked. After today, we'll post pictures of her getting royally fucked."

Her jaw almost hit the table.

"Katie and I keep our relationship strictly professional," I added, before she could reveal anything about our relationship.

She caught on fast. She had a million questions swirling through her mind but Ramirez was hard and ready. Time was wasting.

"You have two hours," I said, pulling my phone from my pocket.

Ramirez pulled down the front of his pajama bottoms and showed Katie his erect cock. I'd never seen him from this angle. The man's ugly penis was a column of stiff and pulsating meat. Her eyes swung away from me to fasten on that throbbing manhood and that was it. He stole my wife from me just like that.

"Put it in your mouth," he said, repeating the line from his first night with her.

Katie moaned and dropped the notepads and calculator she'd brought along. She walked quickly to him, forgoing a kiss or even a hug. She bent at the waist, hands on knees, and sucked the tapered head into her mouth. I raised my phone and snapped the first picture.

"Pull her panties down," he told me. "Leave her skirt on. I like it."

Katie parted her legs. She still wondered what the fuck was going on but she went with it. My hands up her skirt, panties sliding down her legs, and my help working her feet out of them, told her what was coming next. She gasped as I, her devoted and loving husband, removed the only barrier between him and her. She understood what was coming, even if she did not know why or how.

She forced her mouth down his length as far as she could. She moved her hands to his hips and pulled him forward, forcing his cock another inch deep. My participation helped her remove the last vestige of hesitancy.

"Eat her cunt from behind," he said.

This man was accustomed to being obeyed. His voice had a hard edge, like a sharp but pitted axe hanging in a woodshed. I heard the unspoken violence of his life. I was afraid of him in that moment but it wasn't that fear that made me submit. What I did, I did for Katie.

I knelt and nuzzled her pussy under her skirt. She jumped and then moaned as my tongue slithered between her moist folds. They'd spent hours together before she was rescued and now she couldn't wait to welcome him again. I licked her smooth walls and all around her hole. I was jolted by the realization I prepared her pussy for his girth. They both understood that. I was the last to know. I let my mouth water as I readied her cunt, slathering saliva over her mound. She gushed nectar. A strong hand shoved me away and there it was, in my face, pulsating, covered with veins, ugly and eager. His balls hung like counter-weights to his thick shaft. His thigh nudged me just enough aside for him to align his cock with her slit. He pushed. My wife groaned like she'd been shot. I was inches from his invading spear, watching as Katie's pussy was forced wide open and filled. He grabbed her hips and pulled her onto his meat, manacles jangling. He growled and Katie melted. He pushed deep and she staggered, legs going weak. The smell of her arousal drove me crazy. She was drenched for the man.

"How do you know her?" he asked, gruff.

I panicked. Our marriage must remain secret.

"Through the website and working here at the prison," I said. "I take all the pictures and post them. I'm friends with her husband too."

He chuckled.

"Take some pictures of me inside her. Show her face. Let everyone see how much she loves my cock."

I shook my head.

"No face, and your tats would give you away. We can't risk it. Only close-up shots today."

He shifted her hips to expose his buried cock. Her pussy strained to hold him, stretched to bursting. She groaned and I snapped a few pictures. Her raw cunt looked fantastic stuffed with thick cock. She heard the shutter sound and started rolling her hips on him, moaning and gasping. He watched me closely.

"You've wanted this pussy a long time," he said. "At least I gave you a taste. I'd let you fuck her but I don't share."

I looked up at him from my knees.

"I understand," I said.

My gaze drifted to his cock inside her. I couldn't help it. I saw the surges of blood passing through his veins. I heard his shaft moving through her soaked cunt, the squishy wetness of her desire. The scent of her hungry pussy made my dick swell. Katie mumbled a constant stream of pleasure, grateful to have him inside her again.

"You sure you don't know her better than you say?" Ramirez asked. "The way you look at that pussy makes me think you do. Like you hate that I'm fucking her but also like you love it. Do you love it?"

I didn't answer.

"The last time I fucked her she admitted she was married, but I know you ain't the husband. No way they let husband and wife work at the same prison and no way a husband could just kneel there and watch me do this to her. You must be some boyfriend or something. Or maybe you're one of those white boys that worship women from afar. Idiots. You see how much she loves dick. You could have been fucking this bitch all this time. Too late now."

He pumped his cock slowly in and out, maneuvering around his restraints, maneuvering her ass and hips, allowing me to see every detail. He pulled his cock all the way out. He gleamed.

"Watch," he gloated.

Katie whimpered. Katie whined. Katie tried to move her pussy on top of the head, desperate to capture him again. She made sounds of frustration and need. My dick grew harder, listening to my wife crave another man so much.

"See?" he taunted.

Katie looked over her shoulder to see what the delay was. She spotted me on my knees, face close to her pussy and his cock, camera in hand. Her eyes pleaded with me to do something.

"She's not thinking about her husband right now, I promise you that," he said.

"I'm not so sure," I said.

Katie closed her eyes.

"Please just fuck me," she begged. "We don't have much time."

Ramirez laughed.

"You're right," he said, grinning at me. "Spread her ass cheeks. Show me that sweet, tight pussy."

Katie bit her bottom lip, anticipating. I held her butt cheeks and eased them apart. He leaned forward, teasing her labia with the tip of his dick. Katie stomped her foot and Ramirez chuckled. He was right: she loved his cock.

"Please," she whimpered.

He was on top of the world. Locked away in prison, manacled at hands and feet, he yet felt like a winner. I marveled at Katie's lust. She'd always enjoyed sex but this was something else, something more. Ramirez was the ultimate bad boy. An actual criminal, locked in prison, dangerous and violent and hung and hard, hard for her. She wanted the man and she needed his cock. I was amazed at his power over her. I leaned closer as he separated her labia with the tip. The small inner lips clung like they tried to guide him in. Katie whimpered but I held her steady, forcing her to wait. She exhaled long and slow. He eased his meaty stake into her opening, stretching her wide again, filling her up. She groaned at the thick intrusion.

I released her butt, backed away, watched her expression change to pure pleasure. I began taking pictures again. He gathered her skirt in his fists like a ring around her hips and began to fuck her harder. The sights and smells and sounds overwhelmed me.

Ramirez was a passionate Latin lover. He kissed and nibbled her neck and ears, running his hands over her body as much as he could. His energy was astounding. He acted like he was in control but he desired her as much as she desired him. Their lovemaking became a whirlwind of touching, thrusting, kissing. Both were breathless, yearning not merely to fuck but to possess, to consume, to own.

Katie started a piercing cry of orgasm but Ramirez quickly whipped the chain between his wrists over her head and looped around her throat. I panicked. He pulled, hard enough to cut the sound as well as air.

The chain around her throat shocked and thrilled her. The danger electrified her. Ramirez could snap her neck easily. I held my breath. Katie struggled for air forcing her climax to skyrocket. His pistoning cock turned her inside out, ravaged her cunt, ripped the earth-shaking orgasm from her like a thief. He laughed as he fucked her tight hole, as he claimed her from her unsuspecting husband, as he delighted in her gorgeous sexy beauty. She grabbed the chain around her neck and fought for air but he was far stronger. She pulled at his wrist but he merely continued to ram that fat ugly cock over and over until she screamed in strangled orgasm again, her pussy gushing and body convulsing.

I saw the truth in front of me. No wonder she could never go back to a life of simple but loving sex. We'd continue to make love but she'd need more. The routine of our bedroom would no longer be enough.

Ramirez uncoiled the chain and lifted her from behind, scooping under her thighs, resting her back on his chest. He held her off the ground and thrust up into her body. I witnessed her penetration right in front of my face, so close I swear I could taste her pussy in the air.

His hips never slowed. The veins along his buried cock began to swell. His balls tightened, drawing up to the base of his cock. He was going to cum.

"You will fuck me," he hissed. "Until they send me to the gas chamber. Say it!"

"Yes!" she gasped, and I heard how much she meant it. "I will! I want to!"

As the doctor's assistant, she had the power to call an inmate to the infirmary. She would use it. Disguised as a checkup, a vaccine, a prescription refill, or a hundred other reasons, my wife would call him to her. I'd schedule more sessions in the interview room, just like this one.

Bringing them together would be easy and frequent.

Ramirez pumped his hips and squeezed his eyes shut. He felt his hot load rising, leaving his balls and racing up the length of his thick gnarly cock. His shaft expanded and he clenched his teeth, slamming his hips upward again and again. He clamped his jaw, smothering the lion's roar in his throat, and directed that ferocity into his exploding cock. He sprayed and sprayed and sprayed hot sperm into her. Semen escaped to flow down his cock and get flipped around the floor, droplets of potent seed. Katie was out of her mind.

He held her on his erection until he started to wilt. He withdrew, dribbling sperm from the hole at the end of his dick. She did too. Watery semen dripped from her pussy, splattering the concrete floor.

"We need to go," I rasped.

Ramirez pulled his bottoms up and tied the sash.

"A good day," he said. "Guapo is dead. His men are scattered and fleeing to their homes, and I have fucked his woman."

He kissed Katie on top of the head.

"I'm your woman," she corrected, her voice soft and tender.

"A good day," he repeated.

I handed Katie her underwear and she seemed to notice me for the first time in a long time, remembering she had a husband and he was in the room.

"Thanks," she said, abashed. "Sorry."

She stepped into her panties, drawing them up her thighs, smearing his oozing sperm until she covered her swollen labia, sealing them shut and trapping all that potent fluid inside. Maybe panties were a bad idea, although a large wet spot on her skirt would be worse. I said nothing but the understanding churned my guts. I didn't even know why I was doing all this.

I left her to smooth her clothing and collect her things while I escorted Ramirez back to his cell. I returned to walk her out.

"I can't believe you did that," she murmured, keeping her eyes down.

"I can't believe I did that either."

"Why, Travis?"

I stopped in the middle of a long corridor and she did too.

"I saw the need." I lowered my voice. "When we make love now you're only half there. Ramirez and Guapo and Reggie did something to you. They changed you. They revealed some part of you to yourself and you can't let it go."

"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I still love you with all my heart. I'm still in love with you, Travis. I want to stay your wife."

"I still love you, too, Baby. I'm thinking if I grant you the occasional Ramirez fix, you'll come back to me in our bedroom."

"I will. I'm so hot for you right now."

We started walking again.

"He's so dangerous," she said, and I knew who she meant. "That chain around my throat lit me on fire. Jesus. I came so hard. I'm going to fuck your brains out tonight."

"I'll show you the pictures I took. That will get you going."

"Jesus," she muttered.

"You're going to blossom into a sex fiend," I said.

She didn't argue. We started walking again.

"They never found Reggie," she said, and I knew where this was headed.

"He escaped. They hunt him. They'll catch him."

"No, they won't."

We stopped again.

"You know where he is."

"Yes," she admitted. "He told me where to find him."

I studied her. She was worried, hopeful, horny, and excited.

"Aruba," she said. "Arashi Beach. There's a mansion that looks down on the sand and waves. The Cartel owns it."

"When did he tell you all this?"

"While he fucked me in the infirmary. He said he'd run back to Venezuela. He slipped out early and met the helicopter. He was on it when it came for Guapo. You almost shot him."

I couldn't believe who I was looking at. Good Girl Katie was gone forever.

"We both have vacation time coming. They're giving us extra weeks because of the riot. We could visit Venezuela, spend time on the beach."

"Fuck Reggie in his mobster mansion."

She giggled.

"That sounds good," she said.

"I understand that danger can be exciting," I said. "But it is possible to have too much of a good thing. Traveling to another country just to fuck a hardened criminal seems reckless."

"You're right. Besides, it will be years, possibly decades, before Ramirez exhausts his appeals. Plenty of time for me to enjoy his company."

Not the same Katie at all.

"Since you're being so generous," she added. "Arrange a meeting with Kevin for me too. He's got a few months left on his sentence. I'd love to get reacquainted with him. He's not the criminal the others are but he does share one thing in common with them. I would love to fuck him after so many years."


Chapter 15

I clicked upload. A tiny bar appeared on the screen showing the progress. The photo of Katie and Kevin arrived on my monitor, his cock buried halfway in her pussy. I studied the picture, a lump in my throat. I opened the photo editing software to blur their faces but hesitated. The untouched photo was breathtaking.

Their mouths were locked in a passionate kiss, expressing, to my eye, their intense history together. If Scott could only see her now. Kevin had his eyes closed, lost in nostalgic bliss, but Katie kissed with eyes open, looking at the face of the man. Her expression was pure cock-loving lust. She was thrilled to be fucking this man again. This time, she'd do it right. I had over a hundred pictures and videos of this tryst and I can assure you, she did. She rocked Kevin's world.

His reduced sentence would end soon and I expected Katie would continue fucking the man, probably down the hall in our bedroom. I had mixed feelings about that but we'd already come this far so why not go farther?

Kevin was merely the latest. I still arranged Ramirez to meet her in the interview room but Ramirez was not the only man she enjoyed. We'd established a kind of secret system so Katie got to sample any man she wished. She'd expanded the physical to include a visual scan, so she could pick and choose exactly which men she wanted, the more dangerous, the better. Katie the lion tamer.

I'm still not one-hundred percent behind this plan but she's never been happier. I love her and she loves me and our marriage will go on, stronger than before. Like all marriages, change has come.

I realized there are different kinds of incarceration. There is the kind these broken men experience locked behind these walls, and there's the kind Katie lived, performing her life instead of living it, presenting the face she was taught to present.

The real Katie had been locked away as surely as these men.

Guapo and Reggie and Ramirez changed all that. Those men forced her to acknowledge her truest self.

I flipped through the next few photos. I stopped. Kevin's long soft cock lay draped across Katie's pretty face. Her striking eyes gazed over the curve of his shaft into the lens and into my heart. I saw lust and passion and mirth in them. She held his ball sack in her mouth. Every husband should have his soul rocked to the core like this. At least once. See your wife as her own person and not an extension of you and your marriage and the things you've surrounded yourself with in life. Your wife is living her life too. That was Katie on the screen. That was Kevin in her mouth. The harsh reality of that truth was good for me.

Several photos later I stopped again. I'd hit upon a short video clip and pressed play. Katie was clawing at the man's ass as he ejaculated inside her. My heart beat quicker watching him pump her full of sperm. She'd warned me the man had huge loads and I saw that now in full color high resolution slow motion. My dick began to rise. I had no time to masturbate but I would later. I watched to the end and got to work editing.

A new batch of inmates had arrived yesterday and among them was a giant black man named Clarence. I'd noticed Katie's hands trembling as she'd conducted the exam and checked my clipboard. Clarence was in for stealing cars and getting in fights. No violence towards women. Katie pretended to find something worrisome with the man's blood pressure and had him hang back while another guard led the others away. The doctor was giving Katie more responsibilities these days, so this was acceptable. She asked the man to disrobe and step on the scale and his pendulous cock and balls made her quietly gasp. He knew what was going on. He'd clearly seduced other women with the mere sight of his cock. His heavy member swayed and my wife practically drooled. Today I would arrange for her to have some private time with him. For now, I created a new folder labeled Black Men.

His incarceration at Hilltop Correctional Facility would pass quickly.

End.
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